— — — 2 — — ——̃ — S a A 


* 


- 


A 
CoLLECTION of PoEMs. 


* 
'* % ; ; 5 
; © 5h, ; 
* 
N ; , 

> * 
4 F 

. * 

% 


0 ————— ——k—! ü . | — | — — 


COLL Je cCTION 
[| POEMS 
IN-T Wo VOLUMES. 
1 WY = 
SEVERAL HANDS. \ 


Printed for G: PEAR CH, Ne. 1 OOOET 
MDCCLXVIII, 


© 
—— — 


ORIENTAL BCLOGUES 


? 


BY MR. WIL 11 AM. coL LIN 3 | 


- B-C A 0:40: 4; I. an 23; 
SELIM;3z OR, THE SHEPHERDS MORAL: 


SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT« 


T's ws; | ee M ORNIN G. 


E Perſian bs. attend your poet's "og | 
f And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden days. 
Not all are bleſt, whom fortune's hand ſuſtains | 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains: 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
"Tis virtue makes the bliſs, where'er we dwell,  _ 
Vol. II. ET Thus 
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This 8 Selim h hi faced truth infpird; 3 

Nor praiſe, but ſuch as truzh beſtow'd, defir'd : 

Wilt in himſelf, his meaning ſongs - xd 

Ivforming morals.to the ſhepherd maid ; _ 

Or taꝝ ht the ſwains thatTureſt bliſs to find, _ | 

What groves. nor ſtreams beſtow, a virtuous mind. 
When ſwegt and bluſliing, like a virgin bride, 
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| The radiant morn reſum'd her orient pride, 9 
When wanton gales along the vallies play, 1 5 
Breathe on each. flower, and bear their ſweets away; 


* 


By Tigris' wandering waves he ſat, and ſung 
This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young. 
Ve Perſian dames, he ſaid, to you belong, 


Well may they pleaſe, the morals of my ſong: 


No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 
Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! 


The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 


Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes : 

For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 

And yours the love that kings delight to know. 

Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, | 

The beſt kind bleſſings heaven can grant the fair! 
Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 

Boaſt but the worth * Balfora's pearls diſplay ; 


Drawn from the deep we own their ſurface bright, 


But, dark — they drink: no Iuſtrous tes perk : 


2 The gulph of that name, famous for the pearl Sthery, 
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Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt, 
By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt. 
Self, flatt'ring ſex ! your hearts believe in vain 
f That love ſhall blind, when once he fires the ſwain; 
or hope a lover by your faults to win, 
As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſkin: 
Who ſeeks ſecurz to rule, be firſt her care 
Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 
Each tender paſſion man delights to find 
The lov'd perfections of a female mind! . 
Z Bleſt were the days, when wiſdom held her reign, 
? And ſhepherds ſought her on the ſilent plain; 
With truth ſhe wedded in the iecret grove, 
Immortal truth, and daughters bleſs'd their love. 
O haſte, fair maids! ye virtues come away, 
Sweet peace and plenty lead you on your way ! 
E The baimy ſhrub, for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
3 By Ind excell'd or Araby no more. 
q Loſt to our fields, for ſo the fates ordain, 
I The dear deſerters ſhall return again. 
3 Come thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid ſptings are 455 
Io lead the train, ſweet. modeſty. appear: 
1 Here make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 
F And ſhepherd-girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
Wich thee be chaſtity, of all afraid, 
Diſttruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid ; | 
3 But man the moſt—not.more the mountain doe 
4 [Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe. | 
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Cold is her breaſt, like flow'rs that drink the dew ; 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild deſires amidſt thy train be known, © 
But faith, whoſe heart is fix*d on one alone: 
Deſponding meekneſs, with her down-caſt eyes, 
And friendly pity, full of tender ſighs; 
And love the laſt: by theſe your hearts approve, 
Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to love. 

Thus ſung the ſwain ; and antient legends fay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : | 


Dear to the plains, the virtues came along, 
The ſhepherds lov'd, and Selim bleſs'd his ſong. 
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HASSAN; OR, . HE CA MEL-DRIVER, 
SCENE, THE DESERT, 
TI M E, MI D-D 4 * 
, N ſilent horror o'er the boundleſs waſte 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſt ; 


One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore 5 
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A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 8 
To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 
The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 

And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
Ihe beaſts, with pain, their duſty way purſue, 


Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 


| With deſperate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus began: 


“ Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
«« When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way!“ 
Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 

The thirſt or pinching hunger that!] find! 


7 Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſſwage, 
When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage? 


Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign ; 


Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 


Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 


I all my griefs a more than equal ſhare! 


Here, . where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 


Or moſs-crown'd fountain mitigate the day, 
; | In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 


Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around. 

«© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
„When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way W 

Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 
Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade ! 
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The lilly- peace outſhines the ſilver ſtore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 

Yet money tempts us o'er the deſert brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealthy town. 


Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea 


And are we only yet repay'd by thee ? 

Ah! why this ruin ſo attractive made, 

Or why fond man ſo eaſily betray'd? 

Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
'The gentle voice of peace, or pleaſure's ſong ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's ſide, 


The fountain's murmur's, and the valley's pride, 


Why think we then leſs pleaſing to behold, 
'Than dreary deſerts, if they lead to gold ? 

« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 

% When firſt from Schiraz? wallsT bent my way!“ 

O ceaſe, my fears !—all frantic as J go, 

When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe, 
What if the lion in his rage I meet !— 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
And fearful! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and ſullen tygers in his train : 
Before them death with ſhrieks direQs their way. 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 

« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 

« When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way!“ 
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At that dead hour the ſilent aſp ſhall creep, 
If onght of reſt I find, upon my ſleep: 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 


And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 


Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented poor, 

From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure ! 

They tempt no deſerts, and no griefs they find ; 

Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
«« When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !“ 
O hapleſs youth! for ſhe thy love hath won, 

The tender Zara, will be moſt undone ; 

Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the pow'rful maid, 

When faſt ſhe dropt her tears, as thus ſhe ſaid : 

« Farewel the youth whom ſighs could not detain, 

% Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain! 

« Yet as thou go'ſt, may every blaſt ariſe, 

« Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected ſighs ! 

Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ſt thou ſee, 

« No griefs endure, nor weep, falſe youth, like me.“ 

O let me ſafely to the fair return, 

Say with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn z 

O! let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 

Recall'd by wiſdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 
He ſaid, and call'd on heav'n to bleſs the day, 

When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way, 
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ABRA; OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTAN A. 
SCENE, A FOREST. 

T1 ME, THE Evan ING. 


N Georgia's land, where TeMls' tow'rs are ſeen, 
1 In diſtant view along the level green, 


While ev'ning dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade, 


What time tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, 
Or ſcent the breathing maze at ſetting day; 


Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 


Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love. 
Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, 


Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 


At morn ſhe came thoſe willing flocks to lead, 


Where lillies rear them in the wat'ry mead ; 


From early dawn the live-long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at ſilent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 

A various wreath of od'rous flow'rs ſhe made: 


CS) 


. Ge le and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe, | 


The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; 


All- ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 
The finiſn'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 
Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, 
By love conducted. from the chace away: 

Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 

And ſought the vales and echoing groves among: 
At length he found, and wooed the rural maid; 


She knew the monarch, and with fear obcy'd. 


« Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like Abba loy'd!” 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 


vet ſtill her crook and bleating flock remain: 
Oft as ſhe went, ſhe backward turn'd her view, 


And bad that crook and bleating flock adieu. 


Fair happy maid ! to gther ſcenes remove, 


To richer ſcenes of golden pow'r and love! 
Go leave the ſimple pipe, and ſhepherds train ; $ 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
* And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !”? 
Yet midſt the blaze of courts ſhe fix'd her love 


On the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove ! 


b That theſe flowers are found in very great abundance 0 ce of the. 
provinces of Perſa; ſee the modern hiſtory of the ingenious Mr, eds 
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Still with the ſhepherd's innocence her mind | 
To the ſweet vale, and flow'ry mead inclin'd; 
And oft as ſpring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 1 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant hours, 1 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 4 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. þ ; 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! I 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand: I 
Some ſimple lay, of flocks and herds they ſung ; A 
With joy the mountain, and the foreſt rung. 3 
* Beevery youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 2 
« And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !”? if 
And oft the royal lover left the care 1 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; 7 
Oft to the ſhades and low- roof 'd cots retir'd, IF 
Or fought the vale where firſt his heart was fir'd : 4 
A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, + 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 2 
ge every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 7 
4 And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!“ 3 
Bleſt was the life, that royal Abbas led: 4 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. '2 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; x 
Fhe fimple ſhepherd girl can love as well. L 


Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewelPd throne, 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone; 
Or wreath, like Abbas, full of fair renown. 
The lovers myrtle, with the warrior's crown. 5 
OOTY 95 O happy 
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O happy days! the maids around her ſay; 
O haſte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away! 
Be every youth, like royal Abbas, mov'd, 
« And deer. et maid, like Abra, lov'd! 1 


c eee ee 


E C1046; N 


AGIB AND SECANDER; OR, THE FUGITIVES, 
SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIA. 


TIME, MIDNIGHT. 


N "Tha Circaſſia, where, to "ION :nclin' 1 þ 
Each ſwain was bleſt, for every maid was kind; 
At that ſtill hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains ; 


What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 


And paſt in radiance thro? the cloudleſs ſky ; 
Sad o'er the dews, two brother ſhepherds fled, 
Where wild”ring fear and deſp'rate ſorrow led: 
Faſt as they preſt their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away. 


- Along the mountain's bending fides they ran, 


Till faint and weak Secander thus began: 
| | DECANDER. 


1 
|  - © SECANDER. 
O ſtay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and ſurvey, 
Frace our ſad flight thro? all its length of way! 
And firſt review that long-extended plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paſt with pain! 
Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dang”rous path we tried! 
And laſt this lofty mountain's weary ſide! 
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Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe ! 
Still as T haſte, the Fartar ſhouts behind, | 
And ſhricks and ſorrows load the ſadd*ning wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaſts our harveſts, and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 
Droops its fair honours to the conqu'ring flame: 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 


5 SECANDER. 8 
Unhappy land, whoſe bleſſings tempt the ſword, 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perſian lord! 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
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Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence er d, 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his 251 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 
Aon. | | 10 
Vet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
2 Sweet to the fight is Zabran's flow'ry plain, 
And once by maids and ſhepherd's s lov'd in vain |! 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
= BySzrgiw banks, or Irwan's ſhady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
| Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow'ry vale : 
Fair ſcenes ! but, ah! no more with peace poſſeſt, 
With eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleſt. 
No more the ſhepherds whitening tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown'd ! 
But ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 


SECANDER. 
In vain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain ſhe boaſts her faireſt of the fair, : 
Their eye's blue languiſh, and their golden hair! 
_ Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief mult ſend ; 
Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 


1 
AG1B. 
Ye Georgian ſwains that piteous learn from far 
Circaſſia's ruin, and the waſte of war; $35.47 
Some weightier arms than crooks and ſtaffs prepare, 
To ſhield your harveſts, and defend your fair: 

The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ſtedfaſt to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deſerts bred, 

By luſt incited, or by malice led, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 

Oft marks with blood and waſting flames the way; 
Vet none ſo cruel as the Tartar foe, 
To death inur'd, and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 

He ſaid; when loud along the vale was heard 

A ſhriller ſhriek, and nearer fires appear'd : 

TY affrighted ſhepherds thro? the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. JAMES THOMSON, 
BY THE SAME, 


N yonder © grove a druid lies 

Where ſlowly winds the ſtealing wave! 
The year's beſt ſweets ſhall duteous riſe 
To deck its poet's ſylvan grave! 


In yon deep bed of whiſp'ring reeds 
His airy harp * ſhall now be laid, 


'That he, whoſe heart 1 in ſorrow blows: 


May love thro' life the ſoothing ſhade. 


Then maids and youths ſhall linger here, 


And while its ſounds at diſtance ſwell, 
Shall ſadly ſeem in pity's ear 
To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 


© The ſcene of the following ſtanzas is ſuppoſed to lie on the Thames 
near Richmond. 

4 The harp of fon, of which ſee, a deſcription in the Caſtle of 
Indolence. 
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Remembrance oft ſhall haunt the ſhore 
When Thames in Summer-wreaths is dreſt, 
And oft ſuſpend the daſhing oar 
To bid his gentle ſpirit reſt ! 


. 


And oſt as eaſe and health retire 

Io breezy lawn, or foreſt deep, 

The friend ſhall view yon whitening © ſpire, 
And *mid the varied landſcape weep, 
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But thou, who own'ſt that earthy bed, | 1 
Ah! what will ev'ry dirge avail ? 3 
Or tears, which love and pity ſhed 

That mourn beneath the gliding ſail! 


— 


Vet lives there one, whoſe heedleſs eye 
Shall ſcorn thy pale ſhrine glimm'ring near! 
With him, ſweet bard, may fancy die, 

And joy deſert the blooming year. 


But thou; lorn ſtream, whole füllen tide 
No ſe/ge-crown'd filters now attend, 


Now waft me from the green hill's fide 
Whoſe cold turf hides the buried friend! 


- 3 85 e Richmor.d hurch. 


And 


. 
And fee, the fairy valleys fade, 
7 Dun night has veil'd the ſolemn view 
A —Yet once again, dear parted ſhade, 
9 Meek nature's child again adieu! 


The genial meads aſſign'd to bleſs 

2 Thy life, ſhall mourn thy early doom, 

Y Their hinds, and ſhepherd-girls ſhall dreſs 
With ſimple hands thy rural tomb. 


Long, long, thy ſtone and pointed clay 

Shall melt the muſing Briton's eyes, 

O! vales, and wild woods, ſhall he ſay, 
In yonder grave your druid lies. 
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BY THE SAM E. 

O Thou, the friend of man aſſign'd, 
With balmy hands his wounds to bind, 
And charm his frantic woe: 
'Y When firſt diſtreſs, with dagger keen, 

Broke forth to waſte his deſtin'd ſcene, 

His wild unſated foe | ; 
You, IL. „ | By 
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By Pella's f bard, a magic name, 
By all the griefs his —_— could frame, 
Receive my humble rite : 


Long, Pity, let the nations view 


Thy ſky-worn robes of tendereſt blue, 
And _ of dewy light! 


But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old Iliſſus' diſtant fide, 

Deſerted ſtream, and mute? 
Wild Arun s too has heard thy ſtrains, 
And Echo, *midſt my native plains, ' 

Been ſooth'd by Pity's lute. 


There firſt the wren thy myrtles ſhed 

On gentleſt Otway's infant head, 
To him thy cell was ſhown ; 

And while he ſung the female heart, 


With youth's ſoft notes unſpoil'd by art, 


Thy turtles mix'd their own. 


Come, Pity, come, by fancy's aid, 


Even now my thoughts, relenting maid, 


Thy temple's pride deſign : 


Its ſouthern fite, its truth compleat 


Shall raiſe a wild enthuſiaſt heat, 
In all who view the ſhrine, 


f Euripides. fo 8 A river in Suſſex. | 
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( 19 ) 

There piQure's toils ſhall well relate, 

How chance, or hard involving fate, 

OCi''er mortal bliſs prevail : 

The buſkin'd muſe ſhall near her ſtand, 

And ſighing prompt her tender hand, 
With each diſaſtrous 8 


There let me oft, retir d by day, 
In dreams of paſſion melt away, 
Allow'd with thee to dwell: 
There waſte the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, virgin, thou again delight 
To hear a Britiſh ſhell ! | 
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ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 


Y Thou by nature taught, 

To breathe her genuine thought, 

1 In numbers warmly pure, and ſweetly ſtrong : 

| „ Who firſt on mountains wild, 

1 In fancy, lovelieſt child, | 

3 Thy babe, or pleaſure's, .nurs'd the powers of ſong ! 


| 1 : f ; 
e C 2 Thou, 
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(20 
Thou, who with hermit heart 
Diſdain'ſ the wealth of art, 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing . 
But com'ſt a decent maid, 
In attic robe array'd, 
O chaſte, unboaſiful nymph, to thee I call! 


By all the ; hondy'd ſtore 
On Hybla's thymy ſhore, 
By all her blooms and mingled murmurs dear, 
By her, whoſe love - lorn woe, 
In evening muſings ſlow, 
Sooth'd ſweetly ſad Electra 8 poet's ear: 


By old Cephiſus deep, 
Who ſpread his wavy ſweep 


In warbled wand'rings round the green retreat, 
On whoſe enamel'd ſide, 


When holy freedom died, 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet. 


O ſiſter meek of truth, 
To my admiring youth, 
'Thy ſober aid and native charms infuſe ! 
The flow'rs that ſweeteſt breathe, 
| Tho? beauty cull'd the wreath, 
: Still aſk thy hand to e their order'd hues. 


While 
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n 


While Rome could none eſteem, 

= | But virtue's patriot theme, 1 

5 3 , You lov'd her hills, and led the laureat band : 
But flaid to ſing alone 

> To one diltinguiſh'd throne, 

1 And turn'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land. 


#3 No more, in hall or bower, 

1 The paſſions own thy power, 

Love, only love her forceleſs numbers mean: i» 
For thou haſt left her ſhrine, 
Nor olive more, nor vine, | N 


Shall gain thy feet to bleſs the ſervile ſeene. _ 


4 


Tho' taſte, tho genius bless ; 
To ſome divine exceſs, ; 
Faint's the cold work till thou inſpire the whole ; 'Y 
What each, what all ſupply, 
May court, may charm your eye, - 
Thou, only thou can'ſ raiſe the meeting ſoul! 
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7 Of theſe let others aſk, 

A To aid ſome mighty taſk, | 

6 | I only ſeek to find thy temperate vale : 
Where oft my reed might ſound 

"To maids and ſhepherds round, 

E And all thy ſons, O nature, learn my tale, 
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Thou, who bad'ſt thy turtles ber no 
Swift from his graſp thy golden hair, RY 
And ſought'ſt thy native ſkies ; 
When war, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent his iron car, 
And bad his ſtorms ariſe! 


— — 


Tir'd of his rude tyrannic ſway, . 
Our youth ſhall fix ſome feſtive day, 

His ſullen ſhrines to burn: 392 
But thou, who hear'ſt the turning Pheres, 
What ſounds may charm thy partial ea ears, 

And gain thy bleſt return! 15 


O Peace, thy injur' d robes up- 3 
fi O riſe, and leave npt one behind 
| | Of all thy beamy train: 

bi The Britiſh lion, goddeſs ſweet, 


I, Lies ſtretch'd on earth to kiſs thy feet, 
4 | 


And own thy holier reign. 


Let 
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_ = Let others court thy tranſient ſmile, 

8 | But come to grace thy weſtern iſle, 

1 3X By warlike honour led! | 
# And, while around her ports rejoice, 

While all her ſons adore thy choice, 

With him for ever wed ! 
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BY THE SAME. 
STROPHE. 


Thou, who ſit'ſt a ſmiling bride 
By valour's arm'd and awful fide, 
Gentleſt of ſky-born forms, and beſt ador'd: 
Who oft with ſongs, divine to hear, 

_ Win'ſt from his fatal graſp the ſpear, 
And hid'ſt in wreaths of flow'rs his bloodleſs (word ! 
Thou who, amidſt the deathful field, 

By godlike chiefs alone beheld, 

Oft with thy boſom bare art found, 

Pleading for him the youth who ſinks to ground: 
See, mercy, ſee, with pure and loaded hands, 
Before thy ſhrine my country's genius ſtands, 

And decks thy altar ſtill, tho? pierc'd with many a Send! 
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( 24 ) 
ANTISTROPHE, 
When he whom even our joys provoke, 
The fiend of nature join'd his yoke, 5 
And ruſh'd in wrath to make our iſle his prey; 
Thy form from out thy ſweet abode, 
O' ertook him on his blafted road, 
And ſtop'd his wheels, and look'd his rage away. 
I ſee recoil his ſable ſteeds, 
That bore him ſwift to ſavage deeds, 
Thy tender melting eyes they own ; 
O maid, for all thy love to Britain ſhown, 
Where juſtice bars her iron tower, 
To thee we build a roſeate bower, 


Thou, thou ſhalt rule our queen, and ſhare our monarch's 
throne ! 
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BY THE SAME. 


H O ſhall awake the Spartan fife, 
And call in ſolemn ſounds to life, 
The youths, whoſe locks divinely ſpreading, 
Like vernal hyacinths in ſullen hue, 
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At once the breit of fear and virtue medding, 

| 4 Applauding freedom lov'd of old to view ? 
What new Alczus h, fancy-bleſt, 

hall fing the word in myrtles dreſt, 


At wiſdom's ſhrine awhile its flame concealing, | 


1 (What place ſo fit to ſeal a deed renown'd ?) 


Till ſhe her brighteſt lightnings round ae 


: It leap'd in glory forth, and dealt her 1 wound ! 


O goddeſs, in that feeling hour, | 
When mot its ſounds would court thy ears, 
Let not my ſhells miſguided pow'r, 
E'er draw thy fad, thy mindful tears. 


No, freedom, no, I will not tell, 


How Rome, before thy weeping face, 
With heavieſt ſound, a gianit-Natue, fell, 
Puſh'd by a wild and artleſs race, 
From off its wide ambitious baſe, 
When time his northern ſons of ſpoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ſtrength and grace 
With many a rude repeated Mode, | 
And many a barbarous yell, to thouſand TY broke. 


EPODE. 


Yet even, where'er the leaſt appear'd, 
Th' admiring world thy hand rever'd ; 


- Alluding to a beautiful fragment of Alcæus. 8 
- Still 


( 20 } 
I S Still, 'midft the ſcatter'd flates around, 
| Some remnants of her ſtrength were found; 


They ſaw, by what eſcap'd the ſtorm, 
How wond”rous roſe her perfect form; 
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| j | How in the great, the labour'd whole, 
10 Each mighty maſter pour'd his ſoul! 

| i For ſunny Florence, ſeat of art, 
Li Beneath her vines preſerv'd a part, 


0 | Till they i, whom ſcience loy'd to name, 

| (O who could fear it ?) quench'd her flame, 
And lo, an humbler relic laid 
In jealous Piſa's olive ſhade ! 
See ſmall Marino * joins the theme, 
Tho' leaſt, not laſt in thy eſteem : 
Strike, louder ſtrike th? eee arings 
To thoſe l, whoſe merchant ſons were kings; 
To him n, who, deck'd with pearly pride, 
In Adria weds his green-hair'd bride; 
Hail port of glory, wealth, and pleaſure, - 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian meaſure : 
Nor e'er her former pride relate, 
To ſad Liguria's u bleeding ſtate. 


i The family of the Medici. 

k The little republic of San Marino, 
I The Venetians. | 
m The Doge of Venice, 
n Genoa, | 


138 

Ah no! more pleas'd thy haunts I ſeek, 

On wild Helvetia's » mountains bleak : 
(Where, when the favour'd of thy choice, 

The daring archer heard thy voice; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread, 

The rav'ning eagle northward fled.) - - 

Or dwell in willow'd meads more near, 

With thoſe ? to whom thy ſtork is dear: 

Thoſe whom the rod of Alva bruis'd, 
Whoſe crown a Britiſh queen 1 refus'd ! 
The magic works, thou feel'ſt the ſtrains, 
One holier name alone remains ; 

The perfect ſpell ſhall then avail, 

Hail nymph, ador'd by Britain, hail ! 
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ANTISTROPHE. 
| Beyond the meaſure vaſt of thought, 
The works, the wizzard time has wrought ! 


© Switzerland. 1 

P The Dutch, amongſt whom there are very ſevere penalties for thoſe 
who are convicted of killing this bird. I hey are kept tame in almoſt all 
their towns, and particularly at the Hague, of the arms of which they 
make a part. The common people of Holland are ſaid to entertain a 
| ſuperſtituous ſentiment, that if the whole ſpecies of them ſhould become 

extinct, they ſhould loſe their liberties, 
1 Queen Elizabeth. | 

The 


Saw Britain link'd to his now adverſe ſtrand v, 


of meeting him one day as he walked on the ſhore, and opened her paſſion 1 | 


(8.3 
The Gaul, *tis held of antique ſtory, 


No ſea between, nor cliff ſublime and hoary, 

He paſs'd with unwet feet thro? all our land. 

To the blown Baltic then, they ſay, 
'The wild waves found another way, 

Where Orcas howls, his wolfiſh mountains rounding ; ; 
Till all the banded weſt at once *gan riſe, 

A wide wild ſtorm even nature's ſelf confounding, 
Withering her giant ſons with ſtrange uncouth ſurpriſe, 
This pillar'd earth fo firm and wide, 

By winds and inward labours torn, 
In thunders dread was puſh'd aſide, 
And down the fhould'ring billows born. 

And ſee, like gems her laughing train, 

The little iſles on every ſide, 

Mona“, once hid from thoſe who ſearch the main, 
Where thouſand elfin ſhapes abide, 


7 This tradition is mentioned by ſeveral of dur old hiſtorians. Some | 
naturaliſts too have endeavoured to ſupport the probability of | the fact, by ? 
arguments drawn from the correſpondent diſpoſition of the two oppoſite 


| coaſts, Ido not remember that any poetical uſe has been hitherto made of it, L 


s There is a tradition in the iſle of Man, that a mermaid becoming 5 | 
enamoured of a young man of extraordinary beauty, took an opportunity 2 


to him, but was received with a coldneſs, occaſioned by his horror and \ 
ſurprize at her appearance. This however was ſo miſconſtrued by the ſea- ; 
lady, that in revenge 7 for his treatment of her, the puniſh'd the whole 

| | iſland- 


6 2 


and Wight who checks the weſtering tide, 


J For thee conſenting heay'n has each beſtow'd, 
9 \ fair attendant on her ſov'reign pride: 

[ To thee this bleſt divorce ſhe ow'd, 

For thou haſt made her vales thy lov'd, thy laſt abode! 
SECOND EPOD E. 

E Then too, *tis ſaid, an hoary pile, 

1 | *Midfſt the green navel of our iſle, 

4 Thy ſhrine in ſome religious wood, 

E O ſoul-enforcing goddeſs ſtood ! 

6 There oft the painted native's feet 

| Were wont thy form celeſtial meet: 

J | Tho' now with hopeleſs toil we trace 


_ Time's backward rolls, to find its place; 
Whether the fiery- treſſed Dane, 
Or Roman's ſelf o 'erturn'd the lane, 
Or in what heaven-left age it fell. 
*Twere hard for modern ſong to tell. 
Yet till, if truth thoſe beams infuſe, 
Which guide at once, and charm the muſe, 
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie, 
Paving the light-embroider'd {ky : 
Amidſt the bright pavillion'd plains, 
The beauteous model ſtill remains. 


iſland, by covering it with a miſt, ſo that all who attempted to carry on | 
any commerce with it, either never arrived at it, but wandered up and 
down the ſea, or were on a ſudden wrecked upon its clitfs, 
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„ 
There happier than in iſlands bleſt, 
Or bowers by ſpring or Hebe dreſt, 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's ſtory, 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory, 
Hear their conſorted druids ſing 


Their triumphs to th' immortal ſtring. 


How may the poet now unfold, 
What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How learn delighted, and amaz'd, 


What hands unknown that fabric rais'd ? 


Even now, before his favour'd eyes, 
In Gothic pride it ſeems to riſe! 


Vet Græcia's graceful orders join, 


Majeſtic thro' the mix'd deſign ; 

The ſecret builder knew to chuſe, 

Each ſphere-found gem of richeſt hues : 
Whate'er heaven's purer mould contains, 
When nearer ſuns emblaze its veins ; 
Their on the walls the patriot's ſight | 
May ever hang with freſh delight, 
And, grav'd with ſome prophetic rage, 
Read Albion's fame thro' every age. 
Ye forms divine, ye laureat band, 
That near her inmoſt altar ſtand ! 

Now ſooth her, to her bliſsful train 


Blythe concord's ſocial form to gain: 


Concord, whoſe myrtle wand can fteep : 
Even anger's blood-ſhot eyes in ſleep : 


Before 
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Before whoſe breathing boſom's balm, - 
Rage drops his ſteel, and ſtorms grow calm; 
Her let our fires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd ſhore, 
Our youths, enamour'd of the fair, 
Play with the tangles of her hair, 
Till, in one loud upplauding ſound, 
The nations ſhout to her around, 
2F © how ſupremely art thou bleſt, 
| Thou, lady, thou ſhalt rule the weſt! 


HORROR ROK 
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| | BY THE SAME. 
THOU, to whom the world unknown 
1 With all its ſhadow ſhapes is ſhown ; 
Who ſeeſt appall'd th' unreal ſcene, 
While fancy lifts the veil between : 

Ah fear! ah frantic fear! 
L I ſee, I ſee thee near. 
1 I know thy hurried ſtep, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I ftart, like thee diſorder'd fly, 
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1 For lo what monſters in thy train appear ! 


b Danger, whoſe limbs of giant mold 
3 What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? | 
| Who 


if 1 ( 920 

4 Who ſtalks his round, an hideous form, 

ö Howling amidſt the midnight ſtorm, Ef 
Or throws him on the ridgy ſteep. - 1 
Hl Of ſome looſe hanging rock to ſleep : 1 
i And with him thouſand phantoms join'd, 

| Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 

il And thoſe, the fiends, who near allied, 

[i O'er nature's wounds, and wrecks preſide ; 
While vengeance, in the lurid air, N 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare: 

On whom that ravening brood of fate, 


Who, fear, this ghaſtly train can ſee, 
And look not madly wild, like thee ? 


| Eyrovs. ; 
in earlieſt Greece to thee, with partial choice, 
The grief-full muſe addreſt her infant tongue ; 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, 
Silent and pale in wild amazement hung. 


Yet he, the Bard t who firſt invok'd thy name, 
Diſdain'd in Marathon its power to feel: 
For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 

But reach d from virtue's hand the patriot's ſteel. 


d Zcbylus, | 


Who lap the blood of ſorrow, waitz 


But 


( $93 ) 
But who is he whom later garlands grace, 
Who left a-while o'er Hybla's dews to 'rove, ' * 
With trembling eyes thy dreary ſteps to trace, 
Where thou and furies Br d _ baleful 278 | 


Wrapt in thy clokdy veil thi retdodse queen 5 
Sigh'd the ſad call her ſon and huſband hear'd, 
When once alone it broke the ſilent ſcene, 
And he the wretch of Thebes no more RT's. 


0 fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart, 

1 | Thy with'ring pow'r inſpir'd each mournful line, 

= Tho' gentle pity claim her mingled pate 5077 
Yet all the thunders of the ſcene are thine ! 


' AxTiSTROPHE. | 
Thani who ſuch weary lengths haſt paſt, 
Where wilt thou reſt, mad nymph, at laſt ?- 
Say, wilt thou ſhroud in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy rape and murder dwell ? 
Or in ſome hallow'd ſeat, 
»Gainſt which the big waves beat . 
Hear drowning ſeamens cries in tem peſts brought 1 
Dark pow'r, with ſhudd'ring meek ſubmitted thought, 
Be mine, to read the viſions old, 
Which thy awakening bards have told: 
And, leſt thou meet my blaſted view, 
Hold each ſtrange tale devoutly true; 


u Jocaſta, | gg 
Vor. II. N Ne'er 
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Ne'er be I found, by thee o' er- a d, 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad, 
When ghoſts, as cottage-maids believe, 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men! 
O thou whoſe ſpirit moſt poſſeſt 
The ſacred ſeat of Shakeſpear's breaſt ! 
By all that from thy prophet broke, 
In thy divine emotions ſpoke "RP 
Hither again thy fury deal, 
Teach me but once like him to feel: 
His cypreſs wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O fear, will dwell with thee! 


/ 
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BY THE SAME. 


8 once, if not with light regard, 
I read aright that gifted bard, 
(Him whoſe ſchool above the reſt a 
His lovelieſt Elfin queen has bleſt) 
One, only one, unrival'd fair *, 
Might hope the. magic girdle wear, 


x Florimel, See Spenſer Leg. 4th, 


( 35 ) 


At ſolemn turney hung on high, 
The wiſh of each love-darting eye : 


Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied, 
As if, in air unſeen, ſome hovering hand, 5 
Some chaſte and angel- friend to virgin- fame, 
With whiſper'd ſpell had burſt the ſtarting band, 2 
It left unbleſt her loath'd diſhonour'd ſide; 
HFappier hopeleſs fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied! 
Young fancy thus, to me divineſt name, | | 
To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in heaven, 
The ceſt of ampleit pow'r is given: 
To few the god-like gift aſſigns, 
To gird their bleſt prophetic loins, * 94 
And gaze her viſions wild, and feel unmix'd her fame. 
The band, as fairy legends ſay, 
Was wove on that creating day, 
When he, who call'd with thought to birth 
Von tented &y, this laughing carth, 
And dreſt with ſprings, and foreſts tall, 
And pour'd the main engirting all, 
Long by the lov'd enthuſiaſt wooed, 
Himſelf in ſome diviner mood, 
Retiring, ſate with her alone, 
And plac'd her on his ſaphire throne, 
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The 


C215: 
The whiles, the vaulted ſhrine around, 
Seraphic wires were heard to ſound, 
Now ſublimeſt triumph ſwelling, 

Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And ſhe, from out the veiling cloud, 


Breath'd her magic notes aloud : 


And thou, thou rich-hair'd youth of morn, 


And all thy ſubject life was born! © | 


The dangerous paſſions kept aloof, 

Far from the ſainted growing woof : 
But near it ſate ecſtatic wonder, | 
Liſt' ning the deep applauding thunder: 
And truth, in ſunny veſt array d, 
By whoſe the Tarſol's eyes were made: 
All the ſhadowy tribes of mind, _ 
In braided dance their murmurs join'd, 


And all the bright uncounted powers, 


Who feed on heavens ambroſial flowers. 
Where is the bard, whoſe ſoul can now 

Its high preſuming hopes avow? _ 

Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him deſign'd ? 1 


High on ſome cliff, to heav'n up-pil'd, 
Of rude acceſs, of proſpect wild, 


Where, tangled round the jealous ſteep, 
Strange ſhades o'erbow the vallies deep, 
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(3 
And holy genii guard the rock, 
Its glooms embrown, its ſprings unlock, 
While on its rich ambitious head, | 
An Eden, like his own, lies ſpread. 


I view that oak, the fancy'd glades among, 


By which as Milton lay, his ev'ning ear, 
From many a cloud that drop'd ethereal dew, © 


Nigh ſpher'd in heaven its native ſtrains could hear: f of 


On which that antient trump he reach'd was hung; 
Thither oft his glory greeting, 
From Waller's myrtle ſhades 3 


With many a vow from hope's aſpiring tongue, 


My trembling feet his guiding ſteps purſue ; | 
In vain—Such bliſs to one alone, 
Of all the ſons of foul was known, | 
And heaven, and fancy, kindred powers, 
Have now o'erturn'd th? inſpiring bowers, 


Or curtain'd cloſe ſuch ſcene-from ey'ry future view, 


rn 


My filent ſearch in vain requir mai 


#* | , 


THE MANNERS. AN O DE. 
55 THE SAME. 


Arewel, for clearer ken deſign'd, 
The dim-diſcover'd tracts of mind- 
Truths which, from action's paths retir'd, of ix K 


No more I — thoſe magic _ 
What regions part the world of foul, 


Or whence thy ſtreams, opinion, roll: is Yd 
If &er J round ſuch fairy % ᷣ 
Some pow'r impart the ſpear and ſhield, 2644 


At which the wizzard paſſions fly, 1 e eee 


By which the giant follies die! 


Farewel the porch, whoſe roof is ſeen, 
Arch'd with th” enliv*ning olive's green: 
Where ſcience, prank'd in tiſſu'd veſt, 
By reaſon, pride, and fancy dreſt, 
Comes like a bride, ſo trim array'd, 


To wed with doubt in Plato's ſhade ! 


Youth of the quick uncheated ſight, 
Thy walks, obſervance, more invite ! Jp 
: | f O thou, 


( 39 ) 

O thou, who low'ſt that ampler range, 
Where life's wide proſpects round thee ee 
And, with her mingling ſons allied, 

Throw'ſt the prattling page afide: + : 
To me in converſe ſweet impart, 

To read in man the native heart, 1 8 
To learn, where ſcience ſure is found, 

From nature as ſhe lives around : 

And gazing oft her mirror true, 

By turns each ſhifting image view! 

Till meddling art's officious lore, 

Reverſe the leſſons taught before, 
Alluring from a ſafer rule, Ca 
To dream in her enchanted ſchool ; 

Thou heaven, whate'er of great we boaſt, 
Haſt bleſt this ſocial ſcience moſt. 
| Retiring hence tp thoughtful cell, 
As fancy breathes her potent ſpell, 
Not vain ſhe finds the charmful taſk, 

In pageant quaint, in motley maſk, 
| Behold, before her muſing eyes, © 
The countleſs-manners round her riſe ;_ 
While ever varying as they paſs, 

To ſome contempr applies her glaſs : 
With theſe the white-rob'd maids combine, 
And thoſe the laughing ſatyrs join! 

But who is he whom now ſhe views, 
75 In robe of wild contending hues ? a 
2 1 Thou 


0 . | 
= Thou by the paſſions nurs'd;/I greet 
The comic ſock that binds thy feet! 
O humour, thou whoſe name is known, 
To Britain's favour'd iſle alone: 


Me too amidlt thy band admit. 
Mt There where the young-ey'd healthful wit, 
oft | (Whoſe jewels in his criſped hair | 

| | ] Are plac'd each other's beams to ſhare, 
1 ' Whom no delights from thee divide) 

| 'l In laughter loos'd attends thy fide ! 

| By old Miletus 7 who ſo long 

9 Has ceas'd his love-inwoven ſong: 

|| By all you taught the 'T uſcam maids, 


In chang'd Italia's modern ſhades: 
| By him z, whoſe knights diflnguilt'd name 
1 Refin'd a nation's luſt of ſame; oft 
My Whoſe tales even now, with echoes here, | 
Caſtilia's mooriſh hills repeat: 
Or him a, whom Seine's blue ph deplore, 
In watchet weeds on Gallia's ſhore, - + 

Who drew the ſad Sicilian maid, 

By virtues in her fire betray'd : 


7 Alluding to the Mileſian tales, ſome of the earlieſt romances, 
Cervantes. 5 


2a Monſieur Le Sage, author of the lncompercble adventures of Gil 
Plas de Santillane, who died in Paris in the year 1745. 


O nature 
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O nature boon, from whom. proceed © Tl 
Each forceful-thought, each prompted deed; 
2 If but from thee I hope to feel, 
on all my heart imprint thy ſeal! | 
| Let ſome retreating Cynic find _ 
Thoſe oft-turn'd ſcrolls I leave behind, 
The ſports and I this hour agree, | 
To rove thy ſcene-full world with thee ! 


OOCOOOOOOOO COOK 
TH E PA 8 SIONS. n A N O D E. 


BY THE SAME. 


HEN muſic, heay'nly maid, was young, 
While yet an early Greece ſhe ſung, 
The paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Poſſeſt beyond the muſe's painting; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind . 
Diſturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd. 
Till once, tis ſaid, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inſpir dd, 
From the ſupporting myrtles round 
They ſnatch'd her inſtruments of ſound, 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 


Each, 


64 


Each, for madneſs rul'd che hour, 
Would mum exceſhve pn 


_ Firſt fear his hand, i its geil to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid 
And back recoil'd he knew not why, 
Even at the ſound himſelf had made. 


Next anger ruſh'd, his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his ſecret ſtings. / 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, | 
And ſwept with hurried hand the firings. © 


With woeful meaſures wan deſpair W 
Low ſullen ſounds his grief beguiPd, 
A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, © = bv 


Twas fad by fits, by ſtarts *twas wild. 


But thou, O hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted meaſure ? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure, | 
And bade the lovely ſcenes at diftance hat! ! 
Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 1 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on echo {till thro! all the ſong; © 
And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, | 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And hope enchanted imiP'd, ANT wav'd her golden hair. 
1 And 


NW ) 


\nd longer had ſhe neee with os l 
Revenge impatient roſ e 150 hs | 
e threw his blood-ſtain'd end i in thunder down, gp 
And, with a withering lola. 
The war-denouncing trumpet too,, 
And blew a blaſt ſo loud and dread, - 141 
Were ne'er prophetie ſounds ſo ſull of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat a 
The doubling drum with furious heat: 
And tho' ſometimes, each dreary gee — 2rd 
Dejected pity at his fide, 7 | 
Her foul-ſubduing voice applied, 
Yet ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, h 
While each ftrain'd ball of bet ſeem'd OY _ ts 
head, 
Thy numbers, jealouſy, to n were bud, 
Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful ſtate, 
Of differing themes the veering ſong was mix' d, 
And now it courted love, now raving call'd on hate. 


With eyes up-rais'd, as one inſpir'd, 
Pale melancholy ſat retir'd, : 
And from her wild ſequelter'd ſeat, 
In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, | 
Pour'd thro? the mellow horn her penſive ſoul : - 
And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, | 
Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound ; ic] # 


To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing, 


( 44.) 


Thro glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſale, 

Or o'er ſome haunted ſtream. with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffuſing, | 
Love of peace, and lonely mufing, 

In hollow murmurs died away. 

But O, how alter'd was its ſprightlier tone! 

When chearfulneſs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 1 47 
Her bow acroſs her ſhoulder flung, END 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, 

Blew an inſpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known'! 
The oak-crown'd ſiſters, and their chaſte- eyed queen, 
Satyrs and ſylvan boys were ſeen, _ 
Peeping from forth their alleys an! br 

Brown exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, © Da 
And ſport leapt up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear. 

Laft came joy's ecftatic trial, 

He with viny crown 3 | 
Firſt to the lively pipe has hand addreſt, 

But ſoon he ſaw the briſk awakening viol, 

Whoſe ſweet entraneing voice he loy'd the beft. 
They would have thought, who heard the train; 
They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native "anda, 

Amidit the ſeſtal ſounding, ſhades, * 


While, as his flying fingers kiſs'd the firings, © 
Love fram'd with mirth, a gay fantaſtic round, 
Tooſe were her treſſes teen; her 2 zone unbound, 
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And he, amidft bis frolic play, 3 


As if he would the charming air "II 
Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 


0 nic; fohere-deſecnded. maid, 
Friend of pleaſure, wiſdom's aid, 


Why, goddeſs, why to us denied? 
Lay'ſt thou thy antient lyre aſide? 


As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 


Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native ſunple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 4g 


Warm, energie, chaſte, ſublime! | 


Thy wonders, in that god-like age, ? 


Fill thy recording ſiſter's page— | 


Tis ſaid, and I believe the tale, | 

Thy humbleſt reed could more prevail, 
Had more of ſtrength, diviner rage 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Even all at once together found 


Cxcilia' smingled world of * | F 
©. bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 5 
| Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece, 


Return in all thy fimple fate! 


4 Confirm the tales her ſons relate = 


You learn'd an all- commanding rg ; | 
Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph endear'd, F 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON A PAPER, WHICH CONTAINED 
A PIECE OF BR DE CAKE: SVEN; TO THI 
AUTIHOR BY A LADY. 


BY. TH E 3 4 WR: 


E curious hands, that hid from vulgar eyes, 
By ſearch profane ſhall find this hallow'd cake, | 
With virtue's awe forbear the ſacred prize 
Nor dare a theft for love and pity” g fake! 


This precious relick;, imd d by. magic pow * 
Beneath the ſhepherd's haunted pillow laid, 
Was meant by love to charm the ſilent hour, 
The ſecret preſent of a matchleſs maid, 


The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond requeſt, 
Each nice ingredient choſe with happieſt art; 

Fears, ſighs, and wiſhes of th* enamour'd breaſt, 
And pains that Pr are mixt in every part. 


With roſy hand the giey fruit the ee og 
From Paphian hills, and fair Cythera's iſle ; 
And temper*d ſweet with theſe the melting thought, 
The kiſs ambroſial and the yielding ſmile. | 


9 Ambiguous 
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pots ny looks, that fcorn and yet _ 


Last Aras and amorous faint conkent „ 
And n ardours and MY 0 


5 wayward God! hath ſworn while theſe remain, 
With flatt'ring dreams to dry his nightly tear, 

And chearful hope, fo oft invok'd in vain, 
With fairy ſongs ſhall ſooth his penſive ear. 


If bound by vows to friendſhip” 8 gentle ſide, 


And fond of ſoul, thou hop'ſt an equal grace, IF 
If youth or maid thy joys and gnefs div ide, 11 57 17 4 
O much een leave this anal _ LAN aft dt 


Sweet peace, ah 1 hath ſhunn'd on been, 
Conſents at length to bring me ſhort delight, 

Thy careleſs ſteps may ſcare her doves away, 

And grief with raven note uſurp the night. 


om ETIITY | LONDON: 


CIR CSERIKERCEINGG 


— — <= en 


— — 


— —— —äjä — — a1 -——_ 
—— — 2 —— — 


. 


— 


(48 ) 
12 f > at 9 
4 


1 | ta th „„ NW: 
8 Wy *, r u * an 
PROGRESS o "ev MMERCE. 
n T MK. 0 LOVE * 

E northern blaſts, atd » Euros, wont to ſweep 


With rudeſt pinions o'er the — . 
Awhile ſuſpend your violence, and waft 


From ſandy © Weſer and the broad-mouth'd . 


My freighted veſlels to the deſtin'd ſnore, 


Safe o'er th' unruffled main; let ev'ry thought. 


Which may diſquiet, and alarm my breaſt, 
Be abſent now; that, diſpoſſeſs d of care, 
And free from wad tumult of the mind, 


With each diſturbing paſſion hufh*d to peace, 


I may pour all my ſpirit on the theme, 


Which opens now before me, and demands 


The loftieſt ſtr ain. The eagle, wh en he tow 1178 6 
Beyond the 2 the fleecy robes of heaven, 


d The eaſt wind. 55 
© Bremen is ſituated on the Weſer, and Hamburgh on the Elb. 


Difdains 


oo woo. v0. td. CH: *m, ey 9 
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3 
Difdains all objects but the golden ſun, 


Full on th' effulgent orb directs his eye, 


And fails exulting through the blaze of day ; 


So, while her wing attempts the boldeſt fight, 


Rejecting each inferior theme of praiſe, 
Thee, ornament of Europe, Albion's pride, 
Fair ſeat of wealth and freedom, «thee my muſe 


Shall celebrate, O London: thee ſhe hails. 


Thou lov'd abode of commerce, laſt retreat, 
Whence ſhe contemplates with a tranquil mind 
Her various wandrings from the fated hour, 
That ſhe abandon'd her maternal clime ; _ 


Neptunian commerce, whom Phœnicẽ bore, 
Illuſtrious nymph, that nam'd the fertile plains 


Along the ſounding main extended far, 


Which flow'ry Carmel with its ſweet perfumes, 


And with its cedars Libanus o'erſhades : 
Her from the bottom of the wary world, 
As once ſhe ſtood, in radiant beauties grac'd, 


To mark the heaving tide, the piercing eye 
Of Neptune view'd enamour'd: from the deep 


The God aſcending ruſhes. to the beach, 


And claſps th' affrighted virgin. From that day 


Soon as the paly regent of the night 


Nine times her monthly progreſs had renew'd | 


Through heav*ns illumin'd vault, Phcenice led 


By ſhame, once more the ſea-worn margin gc 1 
There pac'd with painful ſteps the barren ſands, 


Vor. II. E 


A ſolitary 


— 
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A ſolitary mourner, and, the ſurge, 
Which gently roll'd beſide her, now no more 
With placid eyes beholding, thus execlaim'd. 

Ye fragrant ſhrubs, and cedar's lofty ſhade, 
Which crown my native hills, ye ſpreading palms, 
That riſe majeſtic on theſe fruitful meads, 

With you, who gave the loſt Pheenice birth, 


And you, who bear th' endearing name of friends, - 


Once faithful partners of my chaſter hours, 
Farewel ! to thee, perfidious God, I come, 
Bent down with pain and anguiſh on thy lands, 
I come thy ſuppliant; death is all, I crave; 
Bid thy devouring waves inwrap my head, 


And to the bottom whelm my cares and ſhame! 
She ceas'd, when ſudden from th? incloſing deep 


A cryſtal car emerg'd, with glitt'ring ſhells, 
Cull'd from their oozy beds by Tethys' train, 
And bluſhing coral deck'd, whoſe ruddy glow 
Mix'd with the watry luſtre of the pearl. 

A ſmiling band of ſea-born nymphs attend, 
Who from the ſhore with gentle hands convey | 
The fear-ſubdu'd Phœnicè, and along 

The lucid chariot place. As there with dread 


All mute, and ſtruggling with her painful throes 


She lay, the winds by Neptune's high command 
Were filent round her; not a zephyr dard 
To wanton o'er the cedar's branching top, 

Nor on the plain the ſtately palm was ſeen 


To 
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To wave its graceful verdure; o' er the main 
No undulation broke the ſmooth expanſe, n 
But all was huſh'd and motionleſs around. 9 5 
All but the lightly-fliding car, impell'd | 
Along the level azure by the ſtrength 
Of active Tritons, rivalling in ſpeed | 
The rapid meteor, whoſe ſulphurous train 
Glides o'er the brow of darkneſs, and appears 
The livid ruins of a falling ſtar. _ 

Beneath the Lybian ſſcies a bliſsful iſle, 
By © Triton's floods encircled, Nyſa lay. 
Here youthful nature wanton'd in delights, 
And here the guardians of the bounteous horn, 
While it was now the infancy of time, 5 
Nor yet th? uncultivated globe had learn'd - 
To ſmile, f Eucarpe, s Dapſilea dwelt, 
With all the nymphs, whoſe ſecret care had nurs'd 
The eldeſt Bacchus, From the flow'ry ſhore _ 
A turf-clad valley opens, and along 
Its verdure mild the willing feet allures; _ 
While on its ſloping ſides-aſcends the pride 
Of hoary groves, high-arching o'er the vale 
With day. rejecting ploom. The ſolemn ſhade 
Half round a ſpacious lawn at length expands, 


"Mm Triton, a rivcr and lal-e of ancient Lybia. 
f Fruitfulneſ., 
E Plenty. : 5 

5 h Clos'd 
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h Clos'd by a tow'ring cliff, whoſe forehead glows 
With azure, purple, and ten thouſand dyes, 

From its reſplendent fragments beaming round; 
Nor leſs irradiate colours from beneath 

On ev'ry ſide an ample grot reflects, 
As down the perforated rock the ſun 
Pours his meridian blaze; rever'd abode 

Of Nyſa's nymphs, with ev'ry plant attir'd, 
That wears undying green, refreſh'd with rills 
From ever-living fountains and enrich'd 
With all Pomona's bloom : unfading flow'rs 

Glow on the mead, and ſpicy ſhrubs perfume 
With inexauſted ſweets the cooling gale, 

Which breathes inceſſant there ; while ev'ry bird 
Of tuneful note his gay or plaintive ſong 

Blends with the warble of meandring ftreams, 
Which o'er their pebbled channels murm'ring lave 
The fruit-inveſted hills, that riſe around, 

The gentle Nereids to this calm receſs 
Phcenice bear ; nor Dapfilea bland, 

Nor good Eucarpe, ſtudious to obey 
Great Neptune's will, their hoſpitable care 

Refuſe ; nor long Lucina is invok'd, 

Soon as the wondrous infant ſprung to day, 
Earth rock d around; with all their modding moods 


n This whole deſcription of the rock and grotto is taken from Dod. 
3 lib, 3. pag. 202. 
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And ſtreams reverting to their troubled ſource, 


The mountain ſhook, while Lybia's neighb'ring god, . 


Myſterious Ammon from his hollow cell 
With deep-reſounding accent thus to heav'n, 
To earth, and fea the mighty birth proclaim'd. 


A new born pow'r behold ! whom fate hath call'd 5 


The gods' imperfect labour to complete, 
This wide creation. She in lonely ſands 
Shall bid the tow'r-encircled city riſe, 
The barren ſea ſhall people, and the wilds - 
Of dreary nature ſhall with plenty cloath ; _ 
She ſhall enlighten man's unletter'd race, 
And with endearing intercourſe unite 
Remoteſt nations, ſcorch'd by ſultry ſans, | 
Or freezing near the ſnow-encruſted pole: 
Where'er the joyous vine diſdains to grow, 
The fruitful olive, or the golden ear; 
Her hand divine with interppſing aid 
Io ev'ry climate ſhall the gifts ſupply 
Of Ceres, Bacchus, and i the Athenian maid : 
The graces, joys, emoluments of life 
From her exhauſtleſs bounty all ſhall flow, 
The heav'nly prophet ceas'd. Olympus heard. 
Streight from their ſtar-beſpangled thrones deſcend 
| On bloomiug Nyſa a celeſtial band 


I Minerva, the weelary 3 of the Athenians, to whom ſhe gave 


the olive, 
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The ocean's lord to honour his in child; 
When o'er his offspring ſmiling thus began 
The trident-ruler. Commerce be thy name: 
To thee I give the empire of the main. 
From where the morning breathes its eaſtern gale, - 
To th' undiſcover'd limits of the weſt, 
From chilling boreas to extremeſt ſouth 
Thy ſires obſequious billows ſhall extend 
Thy univerſal reign, . Minerva next 
With wiſdom bleſs'd her, Mercury with art, 
* The Lemnian god with induſtry, and laſt 
Majeſtic Phoebus? o'er the infant long 
In contemplation pauſing, thus declar'd 
From his enraptur'd lip his matchleſs boon. 
Thee with divine invention I endow, 
That ſecret wonder, goddeſs, to diſcloſe, 
By which the wiſe, the virtuous, and the brave, 
The heav'n-taught poet, and exploring ſage 
Shall paſs recorded to the verge of time. 
Her years of childhood now were number'd ober, 
When to her mother's natal ſoil repair'd 
The new divinity, whoſe parting flep + 
Her ſacred nurſes follow'd, ever now 
To her alone inſeparably join'd ; 5 4 
Then firſt deſerting their Nyſeian ſhore | 
To ſpread. their hoarded bleſſings round the world 


k Vulcan, the tutelaty deity of Lemnos, | 
55 Who 


( 

Who with them bore the inexauſted horn 

Of ever-ſmiling plenty. Thus adorn'd, 

| Attended thus, great goddeſs, thou beganſt 

Thy all-enlivening progreſs o'er the globe 

Then rude and joyleſs, deſtin'd to repair 

The various ills, which earlieſt ages ru'd 

From one, like thee, diſtinguiſh'd by the gifts 

Of heav'n, Pandora, whoſe pernicious hand 

From the dire vaſe releas'd th* impriſon'd woes. 
Thou gracious commerce, from his cheerleſs caves 

In horrid rocks, and ſolitary woods, 

The helpleſs wand'rer man forlorn and wild 

Didſt charm to ſweet ſociety; didſt caſt 

The deep foundations, where the future pride 

Of mightieſt cities roſe; and o'er the main 

| Before the wond'ring Nereids didſt preſent 
The ſurge-dividing keel, and ſtately maſt, 

Whoſe canvaſs wings, diſtending with the gale, 
The bold Phœnician through Alcides' ftraits 

To northern Albion? s tin-embowel'd fields, 

And oft beneath the ſea-obſcurivg brow 

Of cloud-envelop'd Teneriff convey'd. 

Next in ſagacious thought th' ethereal plains 
Thou trodſt, exploring each propitious ſtar 
The danger-braving mariner to guide; 

Then all the latent and myſterious pow'rs 

Of number didſt unravel; laſt to crown 
TP bounties, goddeſs, thy unrival'd toils 
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For man, ſtill urging thy! inventive Wind, | 
Thou gav'ſt him letters ; there imparting all, 


Which lifts th' ennobled ſpirit near to heav'n, 
Laws, learning, wiſdom, nature's works reveal'd 


By godlike ſages, all Minerva's arts, 
Apollo's muſic. and th' eternal voice 
Of virtue ſounding from th hiſtoric roll, 
The philoſophic page, and poet's ſong. 

Now ſolitude and filence from the ſhores 
Retreat on path!eſs mountains to reſide, 
Barbarity is poliſh'd, infant art? 
Bloom in the deſart, and benignant 1 1 
With hoſpitality begin to footh 
Unſocial rapine, and the thirſt of blood; 

As, from his tumid urn when Nilus ſpreads 

His genial tides abroad, the favour'd ſoil, 
That joins his fruitful border, firſt imbibes 
The kindly ſtream; anon the bounteous god 
His waves extends, embracing Agypt round, 
Dwells on the teeming champain, and endows 
The ſleeping grain with vigour to attire 
In one bright harveſt all the Pharian plains : 


Thus, when Pygmalion from Phcenician Tyre : 1 


Had baniſh'd freedom, with diſdainful ſteps 


| Indignant commeres, turning from the walls, 


1 Here the « opinion of Sir Iſaac Newton 1s follow's, that letters were 


, PAS 


Meth 


1 

Herſelf had rais'd, her welcome ſway enlarg'd 
Among the nations, ſpreading round the globe 
The fruits of all its climes ; w Cecropian oil, 
The Thracian vintage, and Panchaian gams, 
Arabia's ſpices, and the golden | grain, 

Which old Oſiris to his Egypt gave, 

And Ceres to Sicania. Thou didf raiſe 

Th' Iomian name, O commerce, thou the domes 
Of ſumptuous Corinth, and the ample round 
Of Syracuſe didſt people, —All the wealth 
Now thou aſſembleſt from Iberia's mines, 

And golden-channePd Tagus, all the ſpoils 
From fair o Trinacria waſted, all the pow*rs 
| Of conquer'd Afrie's tributary realms + 
To fix thy empire on the Lybian verge, 
Thy native tract; the nymphs of Nyſa hail 
Thy glad return, and echoing joy reſounds 
O'er Triton's ſacred waters, but 1 in vain: 

The irreverſible decrees of heav'n 

To far more northern regions had ordain'd 
Thy laſting ſeat; in vain th' imperial rar 
Receives the gather'd riches of the world; 

In vain whole climates bow beneath its rule; 


m Athenian, Athens was call'd Cecropia from Cecrops its firſt Ling: 


n Sicily. 


o Another name of Nelly, which was s frequently rayag 'd . the Car- 
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Behold the toil of centuries to Rome 

Its glories yields, and mould”ring leaves no trace 
Of its deep-rooted greatneſs; thou with tears 
From thy extinguiſh'd Carthage didſt retire, 
And theſe thy periſh'd honours long deplore. 
What though rich ? Gades, what though poliſh'd Rhodes, 
With Alexandria, /Egypt's ſplendid mart, 

The learn'd 4 Maſſylians, and Ligurian tow'rs, 

What though the potent Hanſeatic league, 
And Venice, miſtreſs of the Grecian iſles, _ 
With all th' Zgean floods, awhile might ſooth 
The ſad remembrance ; what though, led through elimes 
And ſeas unknown, with thee th* advent'rous ſons. 
Of Tagus paſs'd the ſtormy cape, which braves 
The huge Atlantic ; what though Antwerp grew 
Beneath thy ſmiles, and thou propitious there 
Didſt ſhow'r thy bleſſings with unſparing hands: 
Still on thy grief-indented heart impreſs'd 
The great Amilcar's valour, ſtill the deeds. 
Of Aſdrubal and Mago, ſtill the loſs 

Of thy unequal Annibal remain'd : . = 
Till from the ſandy mouths of echoing Rhine, jd 


p Cadiz. | 1205 
q Marſeilles, a Grecian colony, the moſt een as well as he greatel 
trading city of antient Gaul, 
7 Genoa, 
5 The Portugueſe difcover'd the cape of Good | Hope i in $9919 : 
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And founding margin of the Scheld and Maeſe, 
With ſudden roar the angry voice of war 
Alarm'd thy languor ; wonder turn'd thy eye, 
Lo! in bright arms a bold militia ſtood, 
Arrang'd for battle: from far thou ſaw'ſt 
The ſnowy ridge of Apennine, the fields 
Of wild Calabria, and Pyrene's hills, 
The Guadiana, and the Duro's banks, 
And rapid Ebro gath'ring all their pow rs 
To cruſh this daring populace. The pride 
Of fierceſt kings with more inflam'd revenge 


Ne'er menac'd freedom; nor ſince dauntleſs Greece, 


And Rome's ſtern offspring none hath e'er ſurpaſsd 
The bold * Batavian in his glorious toi! 

For liberty or death. At once the agi 

Of long- lamented Carthage flies thy breaſt, 


And ardent, goddeſs, thou doſt ſpeed to ſave 


The gen'rous people. Net the vernal ſhow'rs, 


Diſtilling copious from the morning clouds, 
Deſcend more kindly on the tender flow'r, 


New-born and op'ning on the lap of ſpring, 
Than on this riſing ſtate thy cheering ſmile, 
And animating preſence; while on Spain, 
Prophetic thus, thy indignation broke. 
Inſatiate race ! the ſhame of poliſh'd lands! 


Diſgrace of Europe! for inhuman deeds 
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And inſolent renown'd ! what demon led 

Thee firſt to plough the undiſcover'd farge, : 

Which lav'd an hidden world ? whoſe malice taught | 

Thee firſt to taint with rapine, and with rage, 

With more than ſavage thirſt of blood the arts, 

By me for gentleſt intercourſe ordain'd, 

For mutual aids, and hoſpitable ties 

From ſhore to ſhore ? or, that pernicious hour, 

Was heav'n diſguſted with its wondrous works, 

That to thy fell exterminating hand 

Th' immenſe Peruvian empire it refign'd, 

And all, which lordly u Montezeuma fway'd ? | f 
And com'ſt thou, ſtrengthen'd with the ſhining . 5 

Of that gold-teeming hemiſphere, to waſte FO 

The ſmiling fields of Europe, and extend 

Thy bloody ſhackles o'er theſe happy ſeats 

Of liberty? Preſumptious nation, learn, 

From this dire period ſhall thy glories fade, 

Thy ſlaughter'd youth ſhall fatten Belgium's ſands, 

And victory againſt her Albion's cliffs += 

Shall ſee the blood-empurpled ocean daſh * 

Thy welt'ring hoſts, and ftain the chalky ſhore : 

Ev'n thoſe, whom now thy impious pride would bing | 

In ſervile chains, hereafter ſhall ſupport : 

Thy weaken'd throne ; when heav'n's afflicting hand py 

Of all thy pow'r deſpoils thee, when alone | 


v Montezeuma emperor of Mexico, 


f 


On tributary Java, and the ſhores 


| The Belgians trace, where'er their pow r is ſpread, 
| To hoary Zembla, or to Indian ſuns, | 


Thy glorious noon of manhood, or the night, 


upon this people. See Grot, de Bell, Belg, 
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Of all, which e'er hath ſignaliz d thy name, 
Thy inſolence and cruelty remain. | 
Thus with her clouded viſage, wrapt in frown, 
The goddeſs threaten'd, and the daring train 
Of her untam'd militia, torn with wounds, 
Deſpiſing fortune, from repeated foils - Ms 
More fierce, and braving famine's keeneſt rage, 
At length through deluges of blood ſhe led | 
To envied greatneſs; ev'n while clam'rous Mars 
With loudeſt clangor bade his trumpet ſhake 
The Belgian champain, ſhe their ſtandard rear'd 


Of huge Borneo; thou, Sumatra, heard'ſt 
Her naval thunder, Ceylon's trembling ſons 
Their fragrant ſtores of cinnamon reſign' d, 
And odour-breathing Ternate and Tidore 
Their ſpicy groves : and O whatever coaſt 


Still thither be extended thy renown, 

O William, pride of Orange, and ador'd 
Thy virtues, which diſdaining life, or wealth, 
Or empire, whether in thy dawn of youth, 


*The fatal night of death, no other care 
x He was aſſaſſinated at Delf. His dying words were, Lord have mercy 
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Heſides the public own'd : and dear to fame 


| 
Be thou, harmonious Y Douza; ev'ry muſe _ : 
Your laurel ſtrow around his hero's urn, M 
Whom fond Minerva grac'd with all her arts, B 
Alike in letters and in arms to ſhine, 7 
A dauntleſs warrior, and a learned bard. | T 
Him Spain's ſurrounding hoſt for ſlaughter mark'd, T 
With maſſacre yet reeking from the ſtreets A 
Of blood-ſtain'd Harlem; he on Leyden's tow'rs 0 
With famine his companion, wan, ſubdu'd 0 
In outward form, with patient virtue ſtood D 
Superior to deſpair ; the heav'nly nine A 
His ſuff' ring ſoul with great examples een It 
Of memorable bards, by Mars adorn'd It 
With wreaths of fame, * Oeagrus tuneful ſon, 
Who with melodious praiſe to nobleſt deeds D 
Charm'd the Iölchian heroes, and himſelf F 
Their danger ſhar'd, * Tyrtzus, who reviv d B 
With animating verſe the Spartan hopes, F 
y Janus Douza, a famous poet, and the moſt learned man of his time, In 
i He commanded in Leyden when it was ſo obſtinately befieged by the Spa- T 
niards in 1570. See Meurſit Athen. Bat. = LK 
2 Orpheus, one of the Argonauts, who ſet ſail from I6lcos, a. town in 
Theſſalia. 
| a When the Spartans were greatly diſtreſſed in the Meſſenian war, they 
| applied to the Athenians for a general, who ſent them the poet Tyrtæus. A 
ex 


| By th' unremitted inſolence of pow'r 
From reign to reign, nor leſs than Belgium known 
For bold contention oft on crimſon fields, 


. 
Brave  Aſchylus and © Sophocles, around, 
Whoſe ſacred brows the tragic ivy twin'd, oo 
Mix'd with the warrior's laurel; all . e ite, 
By Douza's valour: and the gen'rous toĩl j 
His and his country's labours ſoon received 
Their high reward, when fav'ring commerce raise 
Th' invincible Batavians, till, rever dd!“ 


Among the mightieſt, on the brighteſt ol! . c 
| Of fame they ſhone, by ſplended wealth and po-.-r 4 
| Grac'd and ſupported 5 thus a genial foil 0 


Affords it ſtrength to flouriſh, till at lat 
Its lofty head, in verdant honours clad, ger veg üg 
It rears amidſt the proudeſt of the grove. e 2992 3 

Yet here th' eternal fates thy laft retreat 1 


Deny, a mightier nation they prepare eee 


For thy reception, ſufferers alike 


2 + oa, 
- = * 


In free-tongu'd ſenates oft with nervous laws 
To circumſcribe, or conqu*ring to depoſe 
Their . e e ſea embrac'd, 


0 Aſchylus, one of the moſt ancient tragic poet who kapetionk himſelf 
in the battles of Marathon and Salamis. 


e Sophocles commanded bis countrymen, the ; Athenian in ſeveral 
expeditions, | | | 
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The joy of 6 dread of treach'rous kings, 

The deſtin'd miſtreſs of the ſubje& main, 
And arbitreſs of Europe, now demands 

Thy preſence, goddeſs. It was now the t time, 

Ere yet perfidious Cromwel dar'd profane 

The facred fenate, and with impious feet 

Tread on the pow'rs of magiſtrates and laws, 

While ev'ry arm was child with cold amaze, 
Nor one in all that dauntleſs train was found 

To pierce the ruffian's heart; and now thy name 
Was heard in thunder through th' affrighted ſhores 

Of pale Iberia, of ſubmiſſive Gaul, | 
And Tagus, trembling to his utmoſt ſource, 

O ever faithful, vigilant, and brave, 

Thou bold aſſertor of Britannia's fame, 
 Unconquerable Blake: propitious heav'n 

At this great æra, and 4 the ſage decree 

Of Albion's ſenate, perfecting at once, 

What by © Eliza was ſo well begun, 

So deeply founded, to this favour'd ſhore _ 
The goddeſs drew, where grateful ſhe beftow'd 

'Th* unbounded empire of her father's floods, 

And choſe thee, London, for her chief abode, - 

Pleas'd with the filver Thames, its gentle ſtream, 


7 The act of . 
Queen Elizabeth was the firſt of our princes, "ks gave any our 
by able encouragement to trade, 


| | And 


1 
And ſmiling banks, its joy-diffuſing hills, 
Which clad with ſplendour, and with beauty grac' d. 
O'erlook his lucid boſom; pleas'd with thee, 


Thou nurſe of arts, and thy induſtrious race 


Pleas'd with their candid ee wat their free - 
Sagacious converſe, to enquiry led, | 

And zeal for knowledge; hence the opening. mind at ele 
Reſigns its errors, and unſeals the eye jy oy 
Of blind opinion; merit hence is heard 985 
Amidſt its bluſhes, dawning arts ariſ c, 

The gloomy clouds, Which ignorance or fear ay 
Spread o'er the paths of virtue, are diſpell'd, 

Servility retires, and ev'ry heart erer, 

With public cares is warm'd; thy merchants hive {1 
Illuſtrious city, thou doſt raiſe to fame: 

How many names of glory may'ſt thou trace 

From earlieſt annals down to Bernard's times! 

And, O!] if like that eloquence divine, 

Which forth for commerce, for Britannia's rights, 

And her inſulted majeſty he ponr'd, | | 

Theſe humble meaſures flow'd, then too thy walls 

Might undiſgrac'd reſound thy poet's name, 


Who now all fearful to thy-praiſe attunes 


His lyre, and pays his grateful ſong to thee, 

Thy votary, O commerce! gracious pow'r! . 

Continue ſtill to hear my vows, and bleſs 

My honourable induſtry which courts 

No other ſmile but thine; for thou alone 

Can'ſt wealth beſtow with independance crown'd : 
| Vor, II. | F | Nor | 
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Nor yet exclude contemplative repoſe, - | 
But to my dwelling grant the ſolemn "a 


Of learned leiſure, never to rejet 1 4 7 Fool! 
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Who ſeldom deign to leave their ſacred launbs, 
And grace a mortal manſion; thou divide 

With them my labours; pleaſure I reſign, 

And, all devoted to my midnight lamp, 

Ev'n now, when Albion o'er the foaming breaft 

Of groaning Tethys ſpreads its threat'ning fleets, 

J graſp the ſounding ſhell, prepar'd to fing 
'That hero's valour, who ſhall beſt confound 

His injur'd country's foes : ev'n now I feel 

Celeſtial fires deſcending on my breaſt, 

Which prompt thy daring ſapphant to explore, 
Why, though deriv'd from Neptune, though rever'd 
Among the nations, by the gods endow'd, 

Thou never yet from eldeſt times haſt found 

One permanent abode, from clime to clime haſt © borwe: 

Thy wand'ring ſteps, why London late hath ſeen 
(Thy lov'd, thy laſt retreat) deſponding care 
O'ercloud thy brow: O liſten, While the muſe, 

TM immortal progeny of Jove, unfolds a 

The fatal cauſe, What time in Nyſa's cave 

Th' ethereal train in honour to thy ſire | 
Show'r'd on thy birth their blended gifts, the pow * 

Of war was abſent ; hence, unbleſs'd. by Mars, 

Thy ſons relinquiſh'd arms, on other arts 
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Intent, and ſtill to mercenary hands | 
The ſword entruſting, vainly deem'd, that wealth 
Could purchaſe laſting ſafety, and protect 
Unwarlike freedom ; hence the Alps in vain 
Were paſs'd, their long impenetrable ſnows 

And dreary torrents ; ſwoln with Roman dead, 
Aſtoniſh'd f Trebia overflow'd its banks 

In vain, and deep-dy'd Traſimenus roll'd 

Its crimſon waters; Cannz's ſignal day 

The fame alone of great Amilcar's ſon _ 
Enlarg'd, while ſtill undiſciplin'd, diſmay'd, 

Her head commercial Carthage bow'd at laſt 

To military Rome: th' unalter'd will 
Of heav'n in ev'ry climate hath ordain'd, 

And ev'ry age, that empire ſhall attend 

The ſword, and ſteel ſhall ever conquer gold. 
Then from thy ſuff rings learn; th' auſpicious hour 
| Now ſmiles; our wary magiſtrates have arm'd _ 
Our hands, thou, goddeſs, animate our breaſts 
To caſt inglorious indolence aſide, | 
That once again, in bright battalions rang'd, 

Our thouſands and ten thouſands may be ſeen 
Their country's only rampart, and the dread 

Of wild ambition. Mark the Sweediſh hind: 
He, on his native ſoil ſhould danger lour, 


f Trebia, Traſimenus lacus, and Cannes, famous for the ' viltotier 
gained by Annibal over the Romans. 
| F 2 Soon 


1 
Soon from the entrails of the duſky mine 
Would riſe to arms; and other fields and chiefs 
With 8 Helſingburg and Steinboch ſoon would ſhare. 
The admiration of the northern world; 
Helvetia's hills behold, th' aerial ſeat 
Of long- ſupported liberty, who thence, 
Securely reſting on her faithful ſhield 
The warrior's corſelet on her flaming breaſt, 
Looks down with ſcorn on ſpacious realms, which groan 
In ſervitude around her, and, her ſword _ 
With dauntleſs {kill high-brandiſhing, defies 
The Auſtrian eagle, and imperious Gaul: 
And O could thoſe ill-fated ſhades ariſe, 
Whoſe valiant ranks along th' enſanguin'd duſt 
Of h Newbury lay crouded, they could tell, 


s Helſingburg, a ſmall town in Schonen, celebrated for the victory, 
which Count Steinboch gain'd over the Danes with an army, for the moſt 
part compoſed of Sweediſh peaſants, who had never ſeen an enemy before; 
it is remarkable, that the de ſeated troops were as compleat a way of regu- 
lar forces as any in Europe. 


h The London train'd bands, and 1 regiments (of als inex- 


perience of danger, or any kind of ſervice, beyond the eaſy practice of their 
poſtures in the artillery ground, had till then too cheap an eſtimation) be- 
haved themſelves to wonder; and were, in truth, the preſervation of that 
army that day. For they ſtood as a bulwark and rampire to defend the 


reſt ; and when their wings of horſe wece ſcattered and diſperſed, kept 
their ground ſo ſteadily, that though prince Rupert bimſelf led up the 
choice horſe to charge them, and endured the ſtorm of ſmall ſhot, he 


could make no impreſſion on their ſtand of pikes; but was forced to Wheel 


about. Clarend, book 7. pag. 347. N 
| How 
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How their long-matchleſs cavalry, ſo oft 
O'er hills of {lain by ardent Rupert led, 
Whoſe dreaded ſtandard victory had way'd, _ 
Till then triumphant, there with nobleſt blood 


From their gor'd ſquadrons dy'd the reſtive ſpear _ 


Of London's firm milicia, and refign'd _ 
The well-diſputed field; then, goddeſs, ſay, 
Shall we be now more timid, when behold, 


The black*ning ftorm now gathers round our heads, 


And England's angry genius ſounds to arms ? 
For thee, remember, is the banner ſpread, 
The naval tow'r to vindicate thy rights 


Will ſweep the curling foam, the thund'ring bomb 


Will roar, and ſtartle in the deepeſt grots 

Old Nereus' daughters, with combuſtion ford 

For thee our dire volcano's of the main, 
Impregnated with horror, ſqon will pour 

Their flaming ruin round each hoſtile fleet; 


Thou then, great goddeſs, ſummon all thy pow'rs, 1 ; 


Arm all thy ſons, thy vaſlals, ev'ry heart 
Inflame : and you, ye fear-diſclaimiog race, 
Ve mariners of Britain, choſen train 

Of liberty and commerce, now no more 
Secrete your gen'rous valour ; hear the call 
Of injur'd Albion; to her foes preſent _ 
"Thoſe daring boſoms, which alike diſdain 
The death-diſploding cannon, and the rage 
of writ tempeſt, mingling in their ſtrife 
F z 
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The ſeas and clouds : though long, in filence huſh'd, 
Hath ſlept the Britiſh thunder; though the pride 9 AY 
Of weak Iberia hath forgot the roar; N 
Soon ſhall her ancient terrors be recall'd, 
When your victorious ſhouts affright her ſhores : 
None now ignobly will your warmth reſtrain, 
Nor hazard more indignant valour's curſe, 
Their country's wrath, and time's eternal ſcorn ; 
'Then bid the furies of Bellona wake, 
And filver-mantled peace with welcome ſteps 
Anon ſhall viſit your triumphant iſle. 
And that perpetual ſafety may poſſeſs 
Our joyous fields, thou, genius, who preſid't 

O'er this illuſtrious city, teach her ſons © 
To wield the noble inſtruments of war; 
And let the great example ſoon extend 
Through ev'ry province, till Britannia ſees 
Her docile millions fill the martial plain. 
Then, whatſoe'er our terrors now ſuggeſt 
Of deſolation and th' inyading word, 
Though with his maſſy trident Neptune heav'd 
A new-born iſthmus. from the Britiſh Ps : 
And to its parent continent rejoin'd | = 
Our chalky ſhore ; though Mahomet could league 
His pow'rful creſcent with the hoſtile Gaul, 
And that new Cyrus of the conquer'd eaſt, _ 
Who now in trembling vaſfalage unites 


The Ganges and Euphrates, could advance 


With his auxiliar hoſt; our wartike youth 


- 
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With i equal numbers, and with keener zeal | 
For children, parents, friends, for England fir d, 
Her fertile glebe, her wealthy towns, her laws, 
Her liberty, her honour, ſhould ſuſtain 

The dreadful onſet, and feſiſtleſs break 5 

Th' immenſe array: thus ev'n the lighteſt thought. 
E'er to invade Britarfiia's calm repoſe 

Muſt die the moment, that auſpicious Mars 

Her ſons ſhall bleſs with diſciplide and arms; 
That exibd race, in ſuperſiition nurs'd, 

The ſervile pupils of tyrannic Rome, 

With Giſtafit gaze deſpaiting ſhall behold 

The guarded ſpleadors of Britannia's crown; 
Still from theit abdicated ſway eſtrang'd, 

With all th* actendance on deſpotic thrones, 
Prieſts, 1ignorafice, and bonds; with watchful ſtep 
Gigantic terror, ſtriding round our coaſt; - 
Shall ſhake his gorgon '#$is, and the hearts . 

Of proudeſt kings appal; to other ſhotes , 
Our angry flee:s, when infolence and wrongs _ 
To arms awaken our vindictive power, 

| Shalt bear the hideous waſte of ruthleſs war; 

But liberty, ſecurity, and fame 

Shall dwell for over or our choſen plains. 


i If the 3 which allots near two 1 of ſishting men * 5 


this kingdom, may be relied on; it is not eaſy to conceive, Kow the united 
force of the whole world could aſſemble together, and ſubſiſt in an enemy's 
country N numbers, thr they would find oppbſed to them here. 
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MODERN VIRTUE A SATIRE, 
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| Excutienda Gn Precordia— Pr 8. Vo ori A 
6e E'T venal annals boaſt a Cæſar- 8 reign A an : 60 
<0 When Rome's great genius hug'd th imperial — 10 
«© Freedom, gay goddeſs, glads our happier iſle, _ T 
„Peace ſmooths her brow, as plenty decks her ſmile ; | <6 


«© In every ſon th' inſpirer lives confeſs'd, 

« And lights up all the patriot in his NN 60 
& Breaths the ſame ſocial warmth from ſoul to ſoul, mY 

Till widening nature pants but for a whole... 
_ «© Shines he in life's meridian beam diſplay d, 

Or gives his milder virtues to the ſhade;  _ 1 | 

_ «© Glares the proud ribbon, nods the martial creſt, i 
Or flaunt the tatters on his motly veſt? 1 

The godlike Briton fills his every ſphere _ 

„ Without a frailty, and without a fear. 11 nts 

« If rich : bright image of the eternal mind. 

His opening boſom takes in all mankind 3. -, | 

«© Where'er he comes, health triumphs o'er diſeaſe, 

Hope glads deſpair, and anguiſh melts to eaſe. 
&« Is knowledge his? he lends his every arts... 

% To rear the genius and to mond the heart; 


— 


ſe 1 _ | — | CY 


* 
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| © The ſtateſman only dignifies the friend; 


| To chaſe the phantoms, or to free the mind 2 > 


73 ) 


« Fondly purſues with Boyle's auſpiciousblaze . 15 
« Truth. thro” her maſques, and nature thro? "Boop maze ; 3 
« To heedleſs juſtice gives the well-poiz'd ſcale, 
« And raiſes commerce as he guides the Gy 5 

« 1s pow'r his orb Fhe lives. but to defend; 


« Diſarms oppreſſion, prunes : ambition? 8 wing, = 
„And ſtifles faction e' er ſhe darts her ſting; 5 
Enriches every coſfer but his ou, 1 
« And ſhields the cottage while he guards the throne ; 


Sees at his nod our plunder'd rights reftor'd, | 


And Europe trembling when he graſps the fword. | 0 
Thus ſung the muſe when fancy vigorous ran, 


And warm'd the youth, e'er reaſon rea the. "oY 4 x , 
| Life thro” opinion's falſe perſpective ſeen, .. 


With mimic beauty glow'd in every ſcene +. 


| Dreſs'd in an angel's viſionary form, 


Vice aim'd to pleaſe, and madneſs learn'd to charm: | 
Rebellion ſoften'd into public love, 

And each enormous villain ſeem'd a Jove. 
Doubly deceiv'd, what Lelius could I ſind 


No Lelius came, no ſeraph lent his aid, 
No pitying genius whiſper' d in the „ 

It chanc'd that virtue heard th* untutor'd lays, 
Still madly liſping \ with the voice of praiſe, - 6 
She heard, as thro' the mall the goddeſs ſtray d, 1 0 | 
When the gay world had peopled all the ſhade, . | 
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Mild as the ſoſtneſs of a vernal fy, | 


Youth flaſh'd her cheek; while caution arm'd hs eye; 5 


Half looſe majeſtic flow'd her azure veſt, 
A ſpotleſs ruby bled upon her breaſt, 
At every ſtep kind nature felt her pow'r, 


A brighter freſhneſs hung on every green, 
And a new Eden ftole upon the ſcene. 


Awhile ſhe paus'd, and with a frown ſurvey'd 


The mingling ſwarm of tatters and brocade. 
When, as the goddeſs wav'd th' ethereal ſpear, 
Pride dropt her ſmile, and artifice her tear; 
Luft threw aſide religion's borrow'd grace, 
Aleering fatyr gloated in her face 


The prude, who fainted at the name of vice, 
| Now hug'd the bottle, and now grafp'd the dice 1 


While tortur'd with the town's obſcener ail, 


A ſaint ſtood melting o'er a luſcious tale. 


Here, the bribe glitter'd in a courtier's hand; 


There, the grave patriot bellow'd—for a wand: 


Full in his eye th? enchanting object hung, 
And dying freedom gaſp'd upon his tongue. 
All who to Drury's deadly ſtews reſort, 
Rob at the change, or plunder in the court, - 


Strip'd of their maſques in wild diſorder roſe, 
One with a halter, one without a noſe ; STI LS 
So odly mix'd, fo excellently ill, if 

Such motly ſpectres of Gated s hell; 


| Soft blew the zephyr, and ſoft ſprung the flour 


They'd 


) 


They'd make a jeſuite quit the abſolving chair, | 
A brothel tremble, and a conclave ſtare, 
So when, where Bedlam's air: dreſs'd viſionꝰ * 5 
Tom ſtalks a ſtraw- erown'd monarch in his _ HTO: 
Juſt as he ſoars tremendous to a god, a 966 
And the wing' d thunder only waits his al 3 
Shud'ring, he hears his keepers ſurly tone, 1 0 
He hears, and horror wraps his tott'ring throne; BE! 
Crowns drop their luſtre, ſcepters loſe their awe, | 
Robes fly to rags, and empires ſink to fraw. '- 
« Learn hence, fair virtue cry'd, miſtaken youth, 
« What various monſters wear the guiſe of truth, _ 
« Deck'd with each grace, immortal merit ſhews 
« The cheek that reddens, and the ſoul that glows; : 
With heav'n's dyn image beaming in his eye, 
« Man ſmiles a dagger, and he looks a lie.“ 
| She ſpoke, and lo! the long-miſ>uided fire, 
With every number, ſlept along the lyre. 
Say then, my friend! whoſe virtues are my pride, 
Whoſe candour ſooths me, while thy precepts guide; 
Thou whoſe quick eye has look'd thro? every age, | 
View'd every ſcene, and ſtudied everyſage; — © 
Say, ſnall I praiſe th* eſcuteheon's proud record. 
When a loſt Brutus finks into a lord ? Fo 1 1 
With fulſome ſing⸗ſong after ſhadows run, 
And ſtill miſtake a meteor for a ſun? 
Shall I be filent, while from day to day 
Bellville in bagnio's revels life away; 
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Flagitious 
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F lagitious drops the majeſly of pow'r 


In the mad miichiefs of the midnight hour; 
No flatt'rer left to daub, no friend to aid, 
By ſtrumpets plunder'd, and by wits betray'd ? 
Rous'd at the thought, keen ſatire ſpurns her chain, 
Springs with new life, and pants in every vein, 
On vice impatient, wreaks her gath'ring rage, 
And bids the tyrant bleed thro? all the page. 


Broods ſhe in purple o' er the venal bar, 


Struts ina gown, or blazes in a ſtar; 


My pen ſhall trace her out from ſlave to ſlave, 


Nor dares oblivion ſcreen her in the grave. 

Come then, ye ſelf- curs'd atheiſts! who degrade 
Truth to a ſound, and ſcripture to a trade, 
Ye bearded ſycophants ! who life ſupply _ 
With the warm ſan-ſhine of a minion's eye: 
Ye French editions of a Britiſh fool ; 
Abroad a cypher and at home, a fool! 
Wi n 

FRIEND, 


Are you mad or have you loſt all 1 


What, write a ſatire when you want a place! 
Hold, hold, for god's ſake, e'er your friends beſtow 


A few ſtout cords , and ſend you to Munro, * 


Would you avoid the pedant's learned ſneer ? 
Awe the pert fop ? or ſooth a dofop' s ear? 


* Phyſician to Dethlem boſpital. 


H Heedleſs 


Hee 


Pur 


3 
Heedleſs of all the phantom ſiſters play'd, 
From eloud-topt Pindus to the Latian made, 
Purſue deep ſcience thro” her mazy road, © 
| Hunt every page, and craw] fr om code s code; i 
Where muſty ſyſtems folid joy diſpenſe, 
And wiſe Smiglecius fills the void of ſenſe; 
Or proud ſome more im portant truths to learn, 
Dream o'er the labour'd gloſſaries of H—n: 
80 you may live, approv'd, perhaps prefer d, 
Your wiſdom gravely meaſur'd by your beard, 
But ſoft—Your aim's to civilize mankind, 
To wake each ſocial virtue of the mind ; 
To ſtrip from vice the gay diſguiſe of art, 
| And bare the villain lurking i in the heart; 
| For this you graſp the falchion, ſpread the ſhield, 
A pigmy Quixot in the liſted field, 
Time was, when ſatire delicately 1 nice 
Cou'd rouze each virtue, and con'd blaſt each vice; 
Truth learn'd to pleaſe from Aſop' s fabling tongue, 5 
And Rome grew virtuous when her Ennius ſung. 
Once loſt to goodneſs, but now loſt to ſhame, 
| We court diſhonour, as we laugh'd at fame ; 
With the ſame raptures plunge i in ev'ry crime, of 
Tho' fifty Oldhams ſtab 1 in ey 'ry rhime. 
A native ſin each vigorous Frenchman ha ils, 

Politely Partial: to bis o own n Verſailles. 
His Miſs, la Conteſſe, ink his wine Cham NY 
Gd a) | | | | Britain, 
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Britain, more generous, every vice provides, 
That Europe ripens, and that Aſia hides. 
Th' enormous harveſt to our ports eonſign'd, 


Loads every ſhip, and buſies every wind. 
Soon a valt group of follies croud the ſhore, 


As ſoon they cloy.— Fly hence, and fetch us more, 


Quick ſpread th impatient fail from pole to pole, 
Ve zephyrs, waft her! and ye oceans, roll 


Strike whom you pleaſe, and write whate'er you will, 


| Harpax will cheat, and Phillis hide ſpadille, 


Hircus in brothels impotently toil, 
And Verres murder merit with a baile - 


Murder, ſecure of fame, for vulgar eyes 


Will ſtill adore him, tho? the good deſpiſe; 
At his rich coat and gorgeous chariot gaze, 
And loſe at once th' aſſaſſin in the blaze. 

E en Young himſelf, diſtinguiſh'd, lov'd, a” 
Mark'd by each eye, and hugg'd to every breaſt, 5 
Sees he among this vicious race of men 5 


One raſcal mended hen he graſps the pen! "oi 
Still at the levee ſwarms the vernal tribe, 
And {till bla Mn longs for every bribe. 


AUTHOR. 


| What then? If vice unbluſhing hears the ſage, 


Shall reaſon ſtruggle in the check of age? 
Shall truth ſhut up in complaiſance her heart, 
Young lend a ſmile, and ſatire drop her dart? 


No, 
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No, let the fiend like heads of Hydra grow, 
Riſe as he ſtrikes, and double from the blow . 
One honeſt drudge our Hercules has found, 
To ſear the monſter ſprouting in the wound. 


Come, come, my friend! throw off this riſing frown, | TY 


Nor curb my paſſions while you looſe your own. 
Oft have you bid proud Thraſo mend his life, 
Who kick'd a ſiſter, and who ftary'd a wife. 
Nay, inſolently dar'd to tell her grace, 
T8 virtue made a goddeſs, not tie face. | 
i ERIE WD. 
When briſker ſpicits thro? the boſom roll, 
And life's mad tumult ruſhes on the ſoul; _ 
Each beardleſs Cato wings with awkard zeal, 
His little arrow &er he learns to feel; 
Fierce as old Appius, apes th' inſulting air, | 
Th' uplifted eye-brow, and the lordly ſtare. 
So I—But now that age with ſmooth career 
Wafts cooler notions, on my fixtieth year; 
Loſt to each hope, each viſionary joy, 
Pomps that diſturb, and vanities that cloy ; 
| Heedleſs what wit's caſhier'd, what fool's careſt, 
| Who lives an hero, or who lives a jeſt, 
I view the world's romantic ſcene paſs by, 
And ſtifle all my anger in a ſigh. 
While thus my days ſteal on the wing of time, 
Unſtain'd by wit, and guiltleſs of a rhyme, e 
e N Unnumber' d 
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Unnumber'd ills the dreaded ſat'riſt wait, en 5: 1 ,o/ 


Stand faſt, Olympus! and ſupport him, Fate! T dil 


| See! frantic dulneſs panting for the war, 


SGraſps the keen ſpear, and mounts th' imperial car, 


Shrill elarions ſound, attending furies yell, 

The length'ning echo howls thro? ev'ry cell; | 
Rous'd by th ' inſpiring clang, each mighty ſon 
Congenial offspring of his ſire, the Hun, 
Slides from his garret formidably gay, 

An human vulture darting on his prey. 

All they whoſe ſcience loads th' incumber'd ftall, 
Who wound the-wainfcot, and who daub the wall, 
Luxurious rogues, that revel once a week 

On the rich feaſt of viſto's and ox-cheek ; 

From the ſoft lyric to the wretch who ſqualls 


The mint-born ballad at the end of Paul's 


Around the flag in martial pomp appear, 

C—1 in the van, and O—n in the rear. 

Th' impatient battle joins, and lo! at once 

The ſame wild phrenzy fpreads from dunce to dunce, 

Fir'd with one ſoul, the ſhirtleſs legions run, 

One hurls a journal, and one darts a pun, 

In fnip-ſnap proſe vindictive lightnings play, 
And loud hoarſe thunders rattle thro” the lay, 

Quick and more quick, the dire diſcordant din 
Rolls thro? each hall, and roars from inn to inn; 

Wakes the loud horrors of the wrangling ſchool, 

Where Priſcian bawls, and fool re-echoes fool. 
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But ſhould you all the mighty mad defeat, 
Who howl in Bedlam, and bo ſtun the fleet, 
See the pert critic tremble to engage, 
Wit blunt her ſing;' and envy drop her rages x 
Yet can poor innocence to merey awe: 5 
Thoſe dęadlier peſts, the barpies of the law ? Ti 
Another P—n ſhields 6ach worthleſs lord, 
Arms the dread ſeourge, and whets th' avenging bord, 


Where he, great genius! throws his letter d eye, 


Truth ſtares a libel, honeſty a he, 
Yourg embryo treaſons in each period ſhine, 1 
And faney d poiſons kill thts" every line: * 1 288 
He ſure will curb you, tho“ n my precepts fall, p 5A $9134 
No ſtoic bullies When he hath 4 Jail, e e At 
Conſcious that wiſdem mounts her throne too late, ö 
When doom'd to witble ethics thro” a o 
9989 e e ee ee 
hs you of cnadieep let the minion 1 N DALE 
day P—tt's a fool And Litt—n's a hack, * K 
Call wit a Rel, and yet never ſee fr 9143, 0 5 
Swords in a brief,” er poiſons 10 4 fe ge. by 7 ll 20717 
But from my foul/a-feandal Tdeteſt, | 1946 0 12 1 
Truth forms my numbers, às the warms my b: Galt, 
Learns me to-trininph cer 2 pimp 's.dHdain, | i 1G Bar 
And bids me 1langh; When Claudius threats the chain. 
What, -thaMl-T firive to dignify diſgrace? Aach 9746 « 


And hail a patriot lel*ning ET” eſs TY 


You, II. a 2935 OUR DOE: ll _ ear 


D rr e a l * 
_ 1 


= 
; 
| 
* 
! 
N 
: 
} 
5 
1 


C 


Rear the proud trophy vn a ſoldier's grave, 
Who liv'd a coward, and why dy'd a . 
Shall I on vice's pageantry attend, 

Croud to her car, and at her altars bend? 
Rather, where Indian ſuns their rays unfold, 
And ripen half Potozi into gold, 


Let me beneath a Spaniard's. inſult. pine, „ 


Crouch to the ſcourge, and drudge from mine to mine. 

Yet is there one, my friend! who ſhines confeſt 
With all that heaven ſtamps upon the breaſt, _ 
Who nobly conſcious of paternal fire, | 


Feeds the bright blaze, and beams upon his fire, 


Mine be the taſk to {well from day to day 3 
Th' applauding pæan, and the loud hu za: 


To bid our ſons with filial fondneſs warm, 4s ate h 


Eye every grace, and copy every charm; 
Explore his purpoſe, catch his God- like tage, 
And be the Maltons of another age, _ 


My verſe, you ſay, will certainly offend. . 6 1 wr 4 


Who? not the man whom. virtue calls her fend. 
Virtue, like gold, of genuine worth poſſeſs d, 


Shines but more radiant when ſhe dares the teſt t, 


8 Swords arm her boſom, racks her vigour raiſe, | 

And all hell's fires but give her ſtrength to blaze, 
Can truth then hurt her? wound her ſacred ear 
Wake the keen pang f or rouze th' impaſſion'd. tar 7 
Tis true, the ſelfiſh. mercenary train, 


Whom honours libel, and whom titles ſtain, | 11:38 
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Struck 
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Struck with the face in fatire's mirror ſhown, 
| Perhaps may tremble, and perhaps may frown, - 
Thanks to their rage, my days will happier flow,, 


And my joys, brighten when a knave's my foe, 


Yet think not that the muſe, to ſpleen refign'd, : . 421 


Aims monſter- like to ſwallow up mankind, 
Bids her keen ſhafts with baleful vengeance fly, | 
Taint the pure breeze, and poiſon half the Rf: 
Or fond to ſpread deſtruction thro? the land, 
| Exults with Nero as ſhe lights the brand; 
With honeſt warmth ſhe wiſhes to n 
Each deadly weed that bloſſoms on the ſoul, 
That wildly vig'rous mocks at yirtue's toil, . | 
That choaks the ſcion, and that robs the foil; | 
But ſadly conſcious that juit heav'n has made 
| Each grace to border on its kindred ſhade; * 
That in the gem ſome ſullying vein will run, 
And the diſk darken while thefe thines a ſun ; 
The melting image gains upon her heart, 
| And ipite of juſtice half diſarms the dart. 
Oh! let me then in fable's empire rove, 
Where talks the foreſt, and where laughs the grove; ; 
Attend the goddeſs thro' her airy ſcene, 
Her pictures borrow, and her morals glean ; 
| From wolves and lions draw th' inſtructive tale, 
And hide the glare of reaſon in a veil. _ . 
| Bleſt be the thought. Here guiltleſs of offence, 
Diſpaſſion d truth, may ſneer you into ſenſe; : 
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On vicious men her whole artilPry play, 
Sublimely grave, or whimſically gay; © 0800 
Thro' the wide world in moral viſion range, 5 
Glide thro? the court, and ſteal upon the change; 
Luſt's rampant empreſs keenly- ey d purſue, 
Or op'ning in her paphos, or the ſtew, 
Lethargic juſtice on the bench aſſail, = KH 
Edge the dull ſword, and poiſe th' unequal ſcale z KM 
With Rablais? jeſt diſplay th' officions knave, | 
In life's mad vortex whirling to the grave ; 
Point at opinion's ſelf-embroider'd veſt, 
Folly's gay plume, and pride's enormous creſt, 
Each frenzy mortify, each vice confound, 7 
And ſelf. conviction only feel the wound. e 
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Flebilis indignos ie oor capilles, | a 
Ab ! nimis ex vero nunc ons nomen erit. Ov: vf 2 
HERE fled the Air, that all ee dene 
Whoſe beauty fir'd us, and whoſe N a 
1 that ſad ſigh th' unwilling breath retir d... 
| The grace, the glory of our ſcene expir d! 5 [1 
And ſhall ſhe die, the muſe's rites unpaid, ' 
No grateful lays to deck her parting ſhade ?: 
While on her bier the ſiſter graces NO" Nut: 91s b 6010 
And weeping tragedy bedews her urn ? elt: 936. 918% 
While comedy her chearful vein lies; r 2 1% 
And learns to melt with unaccuſtom'd woes? © 
Accept (O once admir'd) theſe artleſs lays ; 
Accept this mite of tributary praiſe. 
Oh! could I paint thee with a maſter's hand. 
And give thee all thy merits could demand 5 
| Theſe lines ſhould glow with true poetic ow” 
hp as ww eyes, and faultlefs as thy frame? 
E 5 We 
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We mourn'd thy abſence, from our ſcene retir d, 


Each longing heart again thy charms deſir d. 
Vet ſtill, alas! we hop'd again to vie, 


Our wiſh, our pleaſure, ev'ry joy in you! 
Again thy looks might grace the tragic rage; 


Again thy ſpirit fill the comic ſtage. 

But lo! diſeaſe hangs hov'ring o'er thy head; 
Dire danger ſtalks around thy frighted bed! 
Thoſe ſtarry eyes have loſt each beamy ray, 
And ghaſtly ſickneſs makes the fair her prey ! 


Death ſhuts the ſcene !—and all our hopes are Ow 
Thoſe beauties now muſt glad the fight no more! 
Say ye, whoſe features youthful luſtre bloom, 


Whoſe lips exhale Arabia's ſoft perfume, 
Muſt ev'ry gift in filent duſt be loſt, 
No more the wiſh of man, or female boaſt? +. 


Ah me! with time, muſt ev ry grace be fled! | 
She, once the pride of all our ſtage, is dead! 


Clos'd are thoſe eyes that ev'ry boſom fir'd ; 
Pale are thoſe charms that ey'ry heart inſpir'd! 
Where now the mien with majeſty endu'd, 
Which oft ſurpriz'd a raviſh'd audience view'd ? 


What forms too oft the tragic ſcene diſgrace ; 
What taſteleſs airs the comic ſcene deface? 


Tho? tuneful Cibber ſtill the muſe ſuſtains, 
By nature fram'd to pour the moving ſtrains, 


Tho' from her eye each heart-felt paſſion breaks, 
And more than muſic warbles when ſhe ſpeaks ; 


6 0 

When ſhall we view apain, like thine, conjoin'd, 110 
A form angelic and a piercing mind? 

Alike in ev'ry mimic: ſcene to ſteer, 

The gay, the grave, the lively and: ſevere. | 

Thy judgment ſaw, thy taſte each beauty caught, 
| No ſenſeleſs parrot of the poet's thought! 

Thy boſom well eou'd heave with fancy'd woe, 
And, from thy own, our tears were taught to flow. 
Whene'er we view'd the Roman's ſullied fame, 

| Thy beauty juſtify'd the hero's ſhame. . 

| What heart but then muſt Anthony approve, 
And own the world was nobly loſt for love? 
What ears cou'd hear in vain thy cauſe implor'd, 
When ſoothing arts appeas'd thy angry lord? 
Each tender breaſt the rough Ventidius blam'd, 

| And Egypt gain'd the ſigh Octavia claim'd. 
Thy eloquence each huſh'd attention drew, 
While love uſurp'd the tears to virtue due. 

See! Phœdra riſe majeſtic o'er the ſcene, 
What raging pangs diſtract the hapleſs queen! 
How does thy ſenſe the poet's thought refine, 
Beam thro? each word, and brighten ev'ry line! 
What nerve, what vigour glows in ev'ry part, 
While claſſic lays appear with claſſic art! 

Who now can bid the proud Roxana riſe, 

With love and anger ſparkling in her eyes? 
Who now ſhall bid her breaſt in fury glow, 

| WA all the ſemblance of imperial woe ? 
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The chaſter bard, and purer thoughts inſpir'd: 


With beauty, ſenſe, with elegance and eafe} 


In ev'ry ſcene of comic humour known jt i 
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While the big paſſion, raging in her vein, f. 
Would hold the maſter of the world in chains: + | T 
But Alexander now forſakes our coaſt: - [In 


And, ah! Roxana is for ever loſt ! 
Nor leſs thy pow'r when rigid virtue fd 37 % EE 
What kneeling form appears with ſtedfaſt eyess, 


*Tis ſhe! in thee we own the mournful * 5 


A 
1 C 
Her boſom heaving with devotion's fighs h 
8 
The fair reſemblance of a martyr! queen! } 

8 


Here Guido's ſkill might mark thy ſpeaking fame, 
And catch from thee the painter's magic flame! 
Bleſt in each art! by nature form'd to pleaſe; : > * 


Whoſe piercing genius ſtudy d all mankind, 
All Shakeſpear op'ning to thy vig*rous mind. 


In ſprightly ſallies wit was all thy o mm. 
Whether you ſeem'd the cit's more humble wife; 
Or ſhone in Townley's higher ſphere of life: | - 
Alike thy ſpirit knew each turn of wit; 
And gave new force to all the poet writ. 

Nor was thy worth to public feenes confin'd, . 
Thou knew'ſt the nobleſt feelings of r - 
Thy ears were ever open to diſtreſs:; Eo hit 54 
Thy ready hand was ever trete d to OY | 
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Thy breaſt humane for each unhappy felt: 


Thy heart for other's ſorrows prone to melt. 


In vain did envy point her ſcorpion ſting ; 
In vain did malice ſhake her blaſting wing : 


Each gen'rous breaſt diſdain'd th* unpleafing 3 | 


And caft o'er ev'ry fault oblivion's veil : _ 
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And own'd the virtues of compaſſion thine ! 

Saw mild benevolence her wand diſcloſe, 

And touch thy heart at ev'ry ſuff*rer's woes: 

| Saw meek-ey'd charity thy ſteps attend, 

And guide thy hand the wretched: to befriend : 

| Go, aſk the breaſt that teems with mournful fghs, 
Who wip'd the ſorrows from affliction's eyes: 

| Go, aſk the wretch, in want and ſickneſs laid, 


Whoſe goodneſs brighten'd once misfortune's ſhade. 
O! ſnatch me hence to lone ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 


| To arching grottoes and embow'ring greens! 


Where ſcarce a ray can pierce the duſky ſhade, 5 


Where ſcarce a footſtep marks the dewy glade: 


Where pale hu'd grief her ſecret dwelling keeps; 


Where the chill blood with lazy horror creeps: _ 
Where awful filence ſpreads her noiſeleſs wing; 
And ſorrow's harp may tune the diſmal 68 
Or rather lead my ſteps to diſtant plains, 

Where cloſing earth enfolds her laſt remains: 
What time the moon diſplays her ſilver beam, 
And proves and floods reflect the milder gleam: 


When 
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When contemplation broods with thought 1 


And fairy viſions haunt the ſylvan ground. 


Lo! fancy now, on airy pinions 1 "pers $41 


With ſcenes ideal hovers o'er my head, © | + 
I ſee! I ſee! more pleaſing themes ariſe: 


What myſtic ſhadows flit before my eyes! 


Imagination paints the ſacred grove,  - 
The place devote to poeſy and love. 
Here grateful poets. hail the aQtors' name, 


And pay the rightful tribute to their fame: 


Around their tomb, in-gen'rous ſorrow, | mourn, 


And twine the laurels o'er the favour'd urn. 
Miethinks I view the laſt ſepulchral frame, 
That bears inſcrib'd her much-lamented name. 
See! to my view the drama's ſons diſplay'd: 


What laurell'd phantoms croud the awful ſhade ! 


Firſt of the choir immortal Shakeſpear ſtands, 
Whoſe ſearching eye all nature's ſcene commands: 


Bright in his look celeſtial ſpirit blooms, 
And genius o'er him waves his eagle plumes ! 


Next tender Southern ſxill'd the ſoul to move ; 
And gentle Rowe, who tunes the breaſt to love. | 
The witty Congreve near with ſprightly mien; | 
And eaſy Farquhar with his lighter ſcene. ' 
A num'rous train of bards the ſhrine ſurround. 
In tragic ſtrains and comic lore renown de. 
| See! on the tomb yon penſive form appear, 
Heave the full ſigh, and drop the frequent tear: 
5 a „ 


The garments looſe her throbbing boſom ſho-w; 
Diſpers'd in air her careleſs treſſes low : 
Round her pale brows a myrtle wreath is 3 
A gloomy cypreſs nods above her head. 

See | while her hand a ſolemn lyre ſuſtains, 25 
Her trembling fingers wake the languid ſtrains : 
Soft to the touch the vocal ſtrings reply, 

And tune the notes to anſwer ey Ty ſigh. 

She, (child of grief!) at human mis'ry weeps 3 
At ev'ry death her diſmal vigil keeps. 

But chief ſhe mourns, when fate's relentleſs doom 
Gives wit and beauty victims to the tomb. 
Her lays their merits and their loſs proclaim, 

(A mournful taſk !) and elegy her name! 

Now bending o'er the pile ſhe vents her moan, 

| And pours theſe ſorrows o'er the ſenſeleſs ſtone. 


Here ſleeps, beneath, the faireft of the fair, 
The graces” darling, and the muſes' care! 
Who once could fix a thouſand gazers* eyes, 
Now cold and lifeleſs unregarded lies! 
Who once the ſoul in bonds of love detain'd, 
Now lies, alas! in ſtronger bonds reſtrain'd. 
Pale death has rifled all her pleaſing ſtore, 
And nature loaths a form ſo lov'd before! 
Is there a fair whoſe features point the dart, 
Charm the fix'd eye, and faſcinate the heart? 


Ah! loſt, for ever loſt! the breath that warm'd, 


Bchold 
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Behold what ſoon diſarms the childiſh ſting, 


And plucks the wanton plume from ve rd N 


Then boaſt no longer wit's fallacious ſtore; 

The ſweets of ſprightly converſe boaſt no more: 
Thoſe lips ſo fram'd to each perſuaſive art, 
No more ſhall touch the ear, and win the heart! 
Let beauty here her tranſient bleſſing weigh : 

Let humbled wit her pitying tribute pay: 


Let female grace vouchſafe the kindly tear p3g. + 
Wit, grace, and beauty, once were center'd here! 


Ye ſacred bards, who tun'd the drama's lays, 


Here pay your incenſe of diſtingurſt'd pratſe ! 4 
She gave your ſcenes wit! ev'ry grace to ſhine: £93 


She gave new feeling to the nervous line: 
Her beauties well ſupply'd each tragic lore, 


And ſhew'd thoſe charms your muſe but  feign'd before ! ! 


Here round her ſhrine your votive wreaths beſtow, 


Around her ſhrine eternal greens ſhall grow. 
The liſt'ning groves ſhall learn her name to fing, 
And zephyrs waft it on their downy wing; 


Till ev'ry ſhade theſe doleful ſounds return, 
And ev'ry gale in ſullen dirges mourn! 
The mourner ends with ſighs ; her hand he rears 


And with her veſture dries the guſhing tears, 
| Behold each bard the ſoft contagion feels 


From ev'ry eye the trickling ſorrow ſleals. 


See! nature's ſon lament her hapleſs doom, 
See! Shakeſpear bending o'er his fav'rite's tomb. 
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Each ſhadowy form declines his awful head, 

And ſcatters roſes on the fun'ral be. 

In ſlow proceflion round the ſhrine they move, 

And chant her praiſes thro? the tuneful grove, 
Farewel the glory of a wondring age', 

The ſecond Oldfield of a ſinking ſtage! 

Farewel the boaſt and envy of thy kind, 

A female ſoftneſs, and a manly mina 

Long as the muſes can record thy praiſe, ooo oo 

Thy fame ſhall laſt to far ſucceeding days 

While wit ſurvives, thy name ſhall ever bloom, bean 10 02 

And wreaths unfading flouriſh round thy tomb! 11H 
While thus I tune the plaintive notes in van, x1 er 

For her, whoſe worth demands a nobler ſtrain ; '1/ on 

Lo! to my thought ſome warning genius cries: n n : 10 

Attempt not, ſwain, beyond thy flight to riſe, Gans vo 

Shall thy weak ſkill attempt to raiſe our. mW $41 28% #5 


int 


Or paint a loſs that ev ry boom knows? ' 243 rg * 


Tis not thy lays can teach us e 1:0} U ane 
What eye refrains re reps, d. is dead!!! 


r — 4511 
5 T 


1 A r 
* * 4 3: 1203 ing. ? 


1 " YL 


I 5 inn 3 * 
. 2 An en & än es { 
4 | 8 ? i, i374 52 
OO 233005 Drs ti 
/ : 7 f 4 * * vs £ 
EASY INS en 190 int equal 
» - 


. . „ 5 3 1 e 4 1 E a ® 
S-. = 4 93 „ 1 1 2 wa * z* 4 1 11 7 A ** r 5% © — 4 1 3 A # 1 , 
7 ww „ F 1 51 ” 44S LW 54> 2+ 444% w—_— 444444 4 2801 & CG 

* 


N 1 
3 OF 
: ; ö 
. 


* gen. 2 — ad < * . on 
Co es et EEE I 


K 


Not oft I ſing; the happier for the town, 
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OF BENEVOLENCE :- AN EPISTLE TO EUMENES, 


BY DR ARMSTRONG. 


IND to my frailties ſtill, Eumenes, hear ; 
Once more I try the patience of your ear. 


So ftun'd already they're quite ſtupid grown 


With monthly, daily—charming things I own, 


Happy for them, I ſeldom court the nine; 


Another art, a ſerious art, is mine, 


Of nauſeous verſes offer d once a week, 
You cannot ſay I did it, if you're ſick. 


Twas ne'er my pride to ſhine by flaſhy fits 


Amongſt the Daily Advertiſer wits. 


Content if ſome: few! friends indulge 3 4 3 
So ſlightly am I ſtung with love of fame, 


I would not ſcrawl one hundred idle lines 
Not for the praiſe of all the magazines. 
Yet once a moon, perhaps, I ſteal a night; * 


And if our ſire Apollo pleaſes, write. 
| You ſmile; but all the train the muſe that follow, 


Chriſtians and dunces, fill we quote Apollo, 
Unhappy ſtill our poets will rehearſe 
To Goths, that ſtare aſtoniſh'd at their verſe; | 
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To the rank tribes ſubmit their virgin 110 

So groſs, ſo beſtial, is the luſt of praiſe! 
I to ſound judges from the mob appeal, 

And write to thoſe who. moſt my ſubject feel. 


1063 * 
Eumenes, theſe dry moral lines Het, 11927 
With you, whom nought that's moral can en. Eon 
With you I venture, in plain home · ſpun Rs 11 tf 
What I imagine of benevolence. .,, - + + » 4/ 
Of all the monſters of the human kind, 1 it 
What ſtrikes you moſt is the low ſelfiſh mind. 1 


You wonder hom, without one liberal jo,, 


* 3 — - r. 


The ſteady miſer can his years employ; j; 
Without one friend, howe'er his fortunes haha. 2656-50 T 
Deſpis'd and hated, how he bears tq-lIve... 7 717 at ms T 
With honeſt warmth of heart, with ſome ae, 19 4584 
Of pity that ſuch wretched things ſhould be,” a 
You ſcorn the ſordid knaye—He grins. at you, | 5 


And deems himſelf, the wiſey of the two. ting f of 3 0 T 


Tis all but taſte, howe'er: we ſift the caſe: T7 


a He has bis joy, as every. creature has. 9 ee BY 7 oF r 14 
'Tis true, he cannot boaſt an angel's ſhare, te 10 3x 
Yet has what happineſs en nome bin- H HT 


Thou likewiſe mad'ſt the high ſeraphic ſoul, Lic 10 on el 


Maker omnipotent! and Thon the. owl. 17 x2s 5 70 3 an 2” _ : 


Heav'n form'd him too, and doubtleſs for; ſome, 7 11181 


But Crane court . knows. not yet all: nature $ views,, fs 


Tis chiefly taſte, or. blunt, or. groſs, or fine ' 10: Hein 
| Makes up 114. heſtial, or n inet, 6 10 Stgl aids 107 
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Better 
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Each greatly-wild, each ſweet romantic ſcene” 
* Unheeded riſes, and almoſt unſeen. 
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| Better be born with tafte to little rent, 
Than the dull monarch of a continent. 


Without this bounty which the gods beſtow, 
Can fortune make one favourite happy ?—no. 
As well might fortune in her frolic vein, 
Proclaim an oyſter ſovereign of the main. 


Without fine nerves; and boſom juſtly warmd, 


An eye, an ear, a fancy to be charmd, 


In vain majeſtic Wren expands the dome; 
Blank as pale Stucco Rubens lines the room; | 
| Loſt are the raptures of bold Handel's ſtrain ; e 
Great Tully ſtorms, ſweet Virgil ſings in van. earch 


The beauteous forms of nature are effac'd; I 
Tempe's ſoft charms, the raging watry waſte, Set 


Yet theſe are joys, with ſome of better Jay, + 


Scenes of content, and happy turns of fate. 


Fair views of nature, ſhining works of art, "7 
| Amuſe the fancy: but thofe touch the heart,” 
Chiefly for this proud epic ſong delights, 5 1 | ae ct 
For this ſome riot on 721 _ : 


ii 


To ſooth the toils of Hfe's embarras'd _— 
Theſe the fine frame with charming horrors chill,” 
And give the nerves delightfully t to rs, FB 
But of all taſte the nobleſt and the beſt, 3 
The firſt enjoyment of the generous bean e! 
Is to behold in man's obnoxious ſtate 
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Each caſe is ours: and for the human mind +. 

'Tis monſtrous not to feel for all mankind. 

Were all mankind unhappy, who could taſte 

Elyſium ? or be ſolitarily bleft? 5 

Shock*d with ſurrounding . of n woe, 

All that or ſenſe or fancy could beſtow, | I 

You would reje& with fick and coy dicdain, | e 

And pant to ſee one chearful face again. il Y 
But if life's better proſpects to behold 

So much delight the man of gen'rous mould; 

How happy they, the great, the godlike few, 

Who daily cultivate this pleaſing view ! 

This is a joy poſſeſs'd by few indeed! 

| Dame Fortune has ſo many fools to feed, 

She cannot oft afford, with all her ſtore, 

| To yield her ſmiles where nature ſmil'd before. 

To ſinking worth a cordial hand to lend; 

With better fortune to ſurpriſe a friend ; 

To cheer the modeſt ſtranger's lonely ſtate ; 

Or ſnatch an orphan-family from fate; 

To do, poſſeſs'd with virtue's nobleſt fire, 

Such generous deeds as we with tears admire; 

Deeds that, above ambition's vulgar aim, 

Secure an amiable, a ſolid fame: ts %; ery} 

Theſe are ſuch joys as heaven's firſt favourites fines - 

Theſe pleaſe you now, and will for ever pleaſe. | 
Too ſeldom we great moral deeds admire; 7 

The will, the power, th' occaſion mult conſpire. 125 
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Yet few there are ſo impotent and low, 

But can ſome ſmall good offices beſtow. Wn 
Small as they are, however cheap they come, 
They add ſtill ſomething to the gen'ral ſum: | 
And him who gives the little in his power, 

The world acquits ; and heaven demands no more. 

Unhappy he! who feels each neighbour's * NF | 
Vet no relief, no comfort can beſtow. x. | 

Unhappy too, who feels each kind eſſay, 2 | | 
And for great favours has but words to pay; 
Who, ſcornful of the flatterer's fawning art, 
Dreads even to pour his gratitude of heart * 

And with a diſtant Iover's filent pain 
Muſt the beſt movements of his ſoul reſtrain. 
But men ſagacious to explore mankind 
Trace even the coyeſt paſſions of the mind. 
Not ouly to the good we owe good-will; 
In good and bad diſtreſs demands it ſtill. | 
This with the generous lays diſtinction low, 
Endears a friend, and recommends a fo. 
Not that reſentment never ought to riſe ; | 
For even exceſs of virtue ranks with vice: 
And there are villanies no bench can awe, 
That ſport without the limits of the law. | 

No laws th* ungenerous crime would reprehend TE 
Could I forget Eumenes was my friend : | 

In vain the gibbet or the pillory claim 

The wretch who blaſts a helpleſs virgin's fame. 
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Where laws are dup'd, it's nor unjuſt nor mean 


To Hie dhe proper time for honeſt ſpleen, | 
An open candid foe I could not hate, 
Nor.evep Inſult the baſe } in humbled ſtate; 
But thriving malice tamely to forgive 
Tis ſomewhat late to be ſo primitive. 

But I detain you with theſe tedious lays, 
Which few perhaps would read, and fewer praiſe, 
No matter: could I pleaſe the poliſh'd few) 
Who taſte the ſerious or the gay! like you, 
The ſquegmiſh mob! may find 1 my verſes bare 
Of every grace but curſe me if I care. 
Beſides, I little court Parnaſſian fame; ; 

There's yet a better than a poet's name, 
'Twould more indulge my pride to hear i it "2" 
That I with you the paths of honour tread, 
Than that amongſt the proud poetick train 
No modern boaſted a more, claſſic vein, 


Or that in numbers I let looſe my ſong, 


Smooth as the Thames, and as the Severn ſtrong. 
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6 V. ariſe from thy infernal bel of 


« And pour thy tempeſt on his guilty Bead! yy # 


Thus heav*n's decree, in thunder's ſound, 
Shook the dark abyſs profound. — 
The unchain'd furies come! | 


- Pale melancholy ſtalks from hell: 5 / 


Th' abortive offspring of her womb, 
Deſpair and anguiſh round her yell. 
By ſleepleſs terror Saul poſleſs'd, 
Deep feels the fiend within his tortur'd breaſt. 
Midnight ſpectres round him howl: 
Before his eyes 
In troops they riſe; 
And ſeas of horror overwhelm * ſoul. 


Haſte ; to Jeſſe's ſon repair: 
He beſt can ſweep the lyre, 
Wake the ſolemn ſounding air, 
And lead the vocal choir: 


On 


(10 


On ev'ry ſtring foft-breathio g raptures dwell, 
To ſooth the throbbings of the troubled breaſt; 


Whoſe magic voice can bid the tides of paſſion . 25 


of Hull the raging ſtorm to reſt. 


Sunk on his couch, and loathing day, 


The heav n-forfaken monarch lay: 


To the fad couch the ſhepherd now drew near; 
And, while th' obedient choir ſtood round, 
Prepar'd to catch the ſoul- ir erke ſound, 
He drop'd a gen” rous tear.— 
Thy pitying aid, O God, impart ! 
For lo, oy Poiſon d a arrows. | rank his heart! 


The mighty ſong Rom nad 0 2 way 
Around his throne the formleſs atoms ſleep, * 
And drowzy darkneſs broods pol 0 che deep.— | 

Confuſion, wake! | 

Bid the realms of chaos make! 
Rouſe him from his dread repoſe— 


Hark! loud diſcord breaks her chain: 


The hoſtile atoms claſh with deaf'ning roar: 


Her hoarſe voice thunders through the drear domain; 3 . 8 | 


And kindles ev'ry element to war.— | 
% Tumult ceaſe! - 
« Sink to peace! 7 
Let there be light .—Th' Almighty aid ; 
And lo, the radiant ſun, 6s. 
- Flaming from his orient bed, 8 
His endleſs coun begun. votes Dcomgrtraappess 
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See, 
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See, the ie talking Pleiads tf: . 4 
Thy ftar, Orion, reddens in the ſkies:  * 


While flow around the northern plain, Mr 
Arcturus wheels his WT was. V 
Thy glories, 190 refulgent moon, he 5 * 3 | 
Thy myſtic mazes, and thy changeful . þ 
O faireſt of the ſtarry throng! a 1 


Thy ſolemn orb of light 
Guides the triumphant carr of night 
O'er ſilver clouds, and ſneds a ſofter day ! 


Ye Re, and po Sling conkellitsh, | 
In ſongs harmonious tell your generation! 
Oh, while yon radiant ſeraph, turns the E ; 
And on the ſtedfaſt pole-ſtar ſtands ſublime ; 1 
Wheel your rounds 
To heav'nly ſounds; | 
And ſooth his ſong- inchanted ears, 
With your celeſtial chime. wy 


In dumb ſurprize the lining RE Wr ; POR 
(His woe ſuſpended by ſweet muſic” 8 ſway 3) 3 
And awe-ſtruck, with uplifted eye 
Mus'd on the new-born wonders of the ky. 


Lead the wothing verſe along: 
He feels, he feels the pow'r of ſong,— 
. Ocean haſtens to his bed : | 

The lab'ring mountain rears has rock-encumber'd head : : 
Down 


* 
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Divo his ſteep and ſhaggy fide 
The torrent rolls his thund'ring tide ; - 
Then ſmooth and clear, along the fertile plain 
Winds his majeſtic waters to the diſtant main. 
Flocks and herds the hills adorn : 1 
The lark, high-ſoaring, hails the morn. 
And while along yon-crimſon-clouded ſteep 
The flow ſun ſteals into the golden deep,. 
Hark! the ſolemn nightingale 
Warbles to the woodland dale. 
See, deſcending angels ſhow'r 
Heav'n's own bliſs on Eden's bow'r: 
Peace on nature's lap repoſes ; 
Pleaſure ſtrews her guiltleſs roſes: 
Joys divine in circles move, 
Link'd with innocence and love. 
Hail, happy love, with innocence combin'd! 
All * oy: ſinleſs parents % mankind! 


Tag paus'd — 0 proitrate on his bed, 
Submiſſive bow'd his head; . 
Ador'd the works of boundleſs pow'r deine: 2 

Then, anguiſh-ſtruck, he cry'd (and ſmote his breaſt) 
Why, why is peace the welcome gueſt | 
Of ev'ry heart but mine! 


Now let the ſolemn lick flow, a 
Till he feel that . is woe. e 8oP* ©-y: TR 
H 4; ne Heav'nly 
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Heav'nly harp, in mournful rain n f 
Over yon weeping bow'r complain: "© R 
What ſounds of bitter pangs I hear! 


What lamentations wound mine eat ! T 
In vain, devoted pair, theſe tears ye ſhed : 
Peace with innocence is fled: - 
The meſſengers of grace depart : 
Death glares, and ſhakes the dreadful dart! 
Ah, whither fly ye, by yourſelves abhor'd, 
To ſhun that frowning cherub's fiery ſword — 
1 
Hapleſs, hapleſs ite: 1 
Goaded by deſpair, 
Forlorn, thro? deſart climes they go! 
Wake, my lyre! can pity ſleep, 
When heav'n is mov'id, and angels weep! 
Flow, ye melting numbers, flow; 
Till he feel, that guilt is woe.— 


1 he king, with pride, and ſhame, and anguiſh, tom, 
Shot fury from his eyes, and ſcorn, 
The: glowing youth, | 
Bold in truth, 
* ſtill ſhould virtue guilty pow! r 3 
With brow undaunted met his rage. 
See, his cheek kindles into gen'rous fire: 
| Stern, he bends him o'er his lyre; 1 10 
And, while the doom of guilt he ſings, 
Shakes horror from the tortur'd ſtrings, | 
8 e e What 
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What ſounds of terror and diſtreſs - 
Rend yon howling wilderneſs ! 
The dreadful thunders fund; 
The forked lightnings flaſh along the ground. 
Why yawns that deep' ning gulph below — 
Tis for heav'n's rebellious. foe : — 
Fly, ye ſons of Iſrael, fly, . 
Who dwells in Korah's guilty tents muſt 0 
They fink !—Have mercy, Lord Their cries 
In dreadful tumult riſe! + 
Hark, from the deep their loud laments I hear! 
They leſſen now, and leſſen on the ear! 
| Now, deſtruction's ſtrife is o'er! 
The countlok hoſt 
For ever loſt! Fe | : 
The n is clos'd 1—Their cries are Tae > nor more "bag 


But oh, my [out what accents « can relate 
Sinful man's appointed fate! : JEEP! 
He comes, he comes ! the avenging | God! 
Clouds and darkneſs round him rowl: 
Tremble, earth! Ye mountains, nod! 
He bows the ſkies, and ſhakes the pole. 
The gloomy banners of his wrath unfurl'd, 
He calls the floods, to drown a og world: ; 
Ruin, lift thy baleful head; 
% Rouze the guilty world from FO] 208 913-40 
Lead up thy billows from their cavern'd bed, 
* And burſt the rocks that chain thee in the deep, — 
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Now; th! perils torrents riſe; 
The hoarſe-aſcending deluge roars: 
| Down ruſh the cataracts from the ſkies ; 
The ſwelling waves o'erwhelm the ſhores. 
| Juſt, O God, is thy decree! 

Shall guilty man contend with thee! 
Lo, hate and envy, ſea-intomb'd, 
And rage with luſt in ruin ſleep; | 
And ſcoffing luxury is doom'd + 

To N the vaſt and rav nous deep! 

In vain from fate th' aſtoniſh'd remnant flies ;— 
* Shrink; ye rocks! Ye oceans, riſe!“ 

The tott*ring cliffs no more the floods controu?; i 

Sea following ſea ingulphs the ball: 

O'er the ſunk hills the watry mountains roll, 

And wide deſtruction fwallows all !— 

Now fiercer let th* impaſſion'd numbers ot : 
Swell the ſong, ye mighty choir! X 
Wing your dreadful darts with fire! 

Hear me, monarch !—Guilt ! Is woe ! — 


— 


Thus while the 8 ſhepherd pour'd ag 
The deep impetuous torrent of his ſong ; 1 
Saul, ſtung by dire deſpair, | 
Gnaſh'd his teeth, and tore his hair 
From his blood, by horror child, 
A cold and agonizing ſweat diſtill'd: 
Then, foaming with unutterable ſmart, | 
He aim'd a dagger at his heart. 
His watchful train prevent the blow; 
And call each lenient balm, to ſooth his frantic woe: 


Ce: 


Bu 


( 167) 
But pleas'd, the ſhepherd now beheld 
His pride by heav'n's own terrors queIPd: 1 


Then bade his potent lyre controul 
The mighty ſtorm eh rent Ks at.” 


* 
4 


| Ceaſe your cares : the boll's pain 


A ſweet relief may find: 


But gums and lenient balms are vain, 127 


To heal the wounded mind. 
Come, fair repentance, from the ſkies, 

O fainted maid, with upcaſt eyes! = 
Deſcend in thy celeſtial ſlitowd, 

Veſted in a weeping cloud! 
Holy guide, deſcend, and bring 
Mercy from th” eternal king! 
To his ſoul your beams impart, 

And ad comfort to his heart !— 


They come: O king, thine ear incline; 
Liſten to their voice divine: . 
Their voice ſhall ev'ry pang compoſe, | 

To gentle ſorrow footh thy woes; 
Till each pure wiſh to heav'n ſhall foar, 
And "ron return, to 9885 no Wore: | 


Behold, chedian to Weir great com mand, 
The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand: 


Smooth'd is his brow, Where ſullen care j 
And furrow'd horror couch'd with fell deſpair 


i 108 7 
No more his eyes with fury glow ;. W 
But heav* nly grief ſucceeds, to hell- * woe. yy ef 

See, the ſigns of grace appear: f 
See the ſoft relenting tea, 

Trickling at ſweet mercy's call! 
Catch it, angels, ere it fall! 

And let the heart-ſent offering fie, F 
Heav'n's ee ſacrifice — 1 


Nou 
To 
Till 
Ane 
ve 
Ha 


vet, yet again 2—Ah fee, the pang 1 returns! 1 

Again with inward fire his heaving boſom burns! 

Now, fhepherd, wake a mightier ſtrain; ry 

Search the deep, heart-rending pain; 

Till the large floods of ſorrow roll. 
And quench the tortures of his . 
Almighty Lord, accept his pang ſincere! „ 
Let heav'nly hope diſpel each dark temptation ! HY 
And, while he pours the penitential tear, | 
O viſit him wich thy ane 2 | 


Stoop from heay” n ye pes eg: | 
Sink, ye ſwelling tides of ſong! 
For Io! diffolv'd by muſic! $ melting pow” 4 
Celeſtial ſorrow rolls her plenteous ſhow'r. SS 
O''er his wan cheek the colours riſes; 80 
And beams of comfort brighten in his eyes. | | FI 
Happy king, thy woes are oder! 5 
Thy God ſhall wound chy ſoul no more: 
The pitying Father of mankind _ 
Meets the pure-returning mind. 1 
Nox 


159 ) 
Now lowly let the ruſtic meaſure glide, 
To quell the dark remain bf ſelf.ebnſuming pride 3" 


And own that calm content i is happineſs. — 

Ye woods and lakes, ye cliffs and mountains! 

Haunted grots, and living fountains! 
Liſten to your ſhepherd's lay, 


Bounding kids around him only" 3 
The ſteep rock echoes back his ſong: 

While all 'unſcen'to' mortal eye, 
Sliding down the evening ſky, 

Holy peace, tho? born above, 
Daughter, of innocence and love, | 

Quits her throne and manſion bright, 


Serene, in gentle ſmiles array d, 

To dwell beneath his palm-tree ſhade.” 
Hail, meek angel! awful gueſt! Fo 
Still pour thy radiance o'er my breaſt! 
Pride and hate in courts may ſhine : | 


24. 


Softly, ſoftly breath your ae 


Till nature's home-ſprung bleſſings -he confeſs, * ds e 


Whoſe artleſs carols cloſe the day. | > 7949 x 


Her crown of ſtars, and robe of light, e er 


N n calm and ee Argh is schine! — 


And wrap his weary'd ſoul in flumber ?: 
Gentle ſleep, becalm his Pente 326 
And cloſe his eyes in healing reſt! 
e Deſeend 
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Deſcend, celeſtial viſions, ye who wait, 7 ee 
God's miniſt' ring pow rs, at heav'n's eternal gate! | 
Ye, who nightly vigils keep, A | 
And rule the ſilent realms of ſleep, 
Exalt the uſt to joys refin'd, 
And plunge in woe the guilty mind, 
Deſcend !'m—Oh, waft him to the ſkies, 
And open all heav'n's glories to his eyes ! & 
Beyond yon ſtarry roof, by ſeraphs trod, 1 
Where light's unclouded fountains blaze 
Where choirs immortal hymn their Gd, 
Intranc'd in extaſy of ceaſeleſs praiſe, _ 
Angels, heal his anguiſh! 
Your harps and voices join! 
His grief to bliſs ſhall lan guiſh, | 
When ſooth'd by ſounds divine. . 0 


She, 
| The 


At 
Att 


An 


| Behold, with e joy each 3 glows L Al 
See, the bliſsful tear o'erflows !— 
The fiend is fled Let muſic's rapture. riſe : 
Now harmony, thy ev'ry nerve employ : 
Shake the dome, and pierce the ſkies : 
Wine him, wake him into joy,— 


What pow” r can ev 3 hows et? oY 
| What pow'r can boaſt the charm divine, 
- To ſtill the tempeſt of the ſoul ? _ 
Celeſtial harmony, that mighty: charm is thine ! ! 


She, 


8 


She, heav'nly- born, came down to viſit earth, 
When from God's eternal throne 
rue beam of all- creative wiſdom hong, . 
And ſpake fair order into birth. 5 
At wiſdom's call ſhe robed yon NN ine A wes, 
Attun'd the ſpheres, and taught — orbs to riſe, 
| Angels wrapt in wonder ſtood, 827 
And ſaw that all was fair, and all was ea | 
"Twas then, ye ſons of God, in bright array. 
Ye ſhouted o'er creation' s day: 
Then kindling into joy, 
The morning ftars together Tung ; 
And thro” the vaſt etherial ſky - 
Seraphic hymns and loud We rung. 
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HAT ho nor buen 26 turret 4 #4 
Nor ſplendor gild theſe mild retreats? | 
Vet nature here, in modeſt guiſe, | 
Diſplays her unambitious ſweets: 
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( 112 ) 
Along each gentle felling lawn 
1 She ſtrays, with ruſtic garlands erow 


And wakes the flowers at early dawn, 
To Küng their boſom'd Lin. rar wand. 


ee 


Here teach thy ages blameleſs 2 
To trace thy ſtep ſerene and free; 


To ſhun the toilſome heights of pride, 


Thro' theſe calm dene to follow . 


His ſilent i thou 4 wit 
O'er theſe green ſlopes, from tumult far; 
Whether he greet the bluſhing morn, 
Or welcome up yon evening ſtar: 


Intent, while thro” theſe tuſted bow'rs 


Thy gen'rous whiſpers charm his ear, 
To hail from heav'n thy kindred pow'rs 
And meet fair peace nn mn 


vet prompt to tay: Wenne s fall, 
The ſtormy city's war he?ll join, 
When thou, and truth, and freedom call: 


FO! freedom: 8 voice, and Cave vane) i 
„ ie ac ce ee. 
5 is 323 141 — 1 . 4 $6 

1 ts: to 


d: . 3 


aw, 7 
. 


EY 


ODE To MELANCHOLY. 


RI | * 
BY 0 of, u. A. 
TAIL. eee ee ſublime ! andthe power, 
Who o'er th' unbounded waſte art joy'd to roam, 
Led by the moon, When at the midnight hour 
Her pale rays tremble thya? the duſky om: 
O bear me, -godded, to Wo W ſeat! 
Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey'd, 
Or lodg'd, where mountains ſcreen thy deep retreat, 
Or Ms wil thro? mand O nne ſhade. 


Say, rove the e ober „Lbiss naked aſs ?. 
Or ſeek ſome a wt bie ſhore? ? 


bon ſit, and hear the ſolemn 'thander x roar 2 


Fix'd ou ſome i nh. een b TRY 
Hear'ſt thou low murmurs from the diſtant dome? 
Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejected woe 

Pours her EX NO from ſome n _ 5 
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Hark! yon deep echo ſtrikes the trembling ear! 


And rouſe to ſolemn thought th' aſpiring ſoul. 


Slow as bins 3 miner ſaps th 3 tow'r, 


(. t34 ) 


See night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole 
O'er heav'n's blue arch yon rolling worlds appear, 


O lead my ſteps beneath the moon's dim ray, 
Where Tadmor ſtands all-deſert and alone! 
While from her time-ſhook tow'rs, the bird of prey 
Sounds thro? the night her long-reſounding moan. . 


Or bear me far to yon bleak diſmal plain, | 


Where fell-eyed tygers all-athirſt for blood 


Howl to the deſart; while the horrid train 
Roams o'er the wild where « once * Babel 400d. 


That queen of nations! whoſe 8 n | 
Rouz'd the broad eaſt, and bid her arms deſtroy ! 


When warm'd to mirth—let judgment mark her fall, 
And "oY reflection daſh the hp of j Joy. 


Short is ambition's gay deceitful dream; 1 
Though wreaths of blooming lawrel bind bo hw; J. 
Calm thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 

And time's cold breath diſſolves the . gs 


When working ſecret with deſtructive aim: 
Unſeen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, 
But works the fall of empire, pomp, and name, -- 


K 118) 
* hen let thy pencil mark the traits of man; 


Full in the draught be keen-eyed hope portray d: 


Let flutt'ring cupids croud the growing plan: 


Then give one touch; and daſn it deep with ſhade.” 


Beneath the plume that flames with glaneing rays, 


Be care's deep engines on the ſoul impreſ d;, 


Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze, 
Let grief fit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 


Let love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, 
With beauty pierd'd, —yet heedleſs of the dart: 
While cloſely couch'd, pale ſick*ning envy near, 
Whets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart. 
Perch'd like a raven on ſome blafted yew, 

Let guilt revolve the thought-diftraQing fin ; 
Scared, — While her eyes ſurvey th* etherial blue," 


Leſt heav'n's Rirong lightning burſt the dark within. 


Then paint, —impending o'er the mad'ning deep 


That rock, where heart- ſtruck Sappho vainly brave 


Stood firm of ſoul then from the dizzy ſteep 
Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boiling wave. 


Here wrapt in ſtudious thought let fancy rove. 
Still prompt to mark ſuſpicion's ſecret ſnare; 
To ſee where anguiſh nips the bloom of love, 


Or trace PROS Rover to the domes of care. ga2t 1 


"T * 


Should 
\ 


E ) 
Should &er ambition's tow'ring hopes inflame, 
Let judging reaſon. d. aw the veil aſide; _ . bid 15 


Or fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, „ 
Read o'er the monument that tells,—He dy'd. | 


What are the * of imperial ſway? ? 

What all that fortune's lib'ral hand has brought? | | 

Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay? . 
Or rouze the ſoul to more exalted thought? . 


When bleeds the heart as genius blooms unknown, 
When melts the eye o'er virtue's mournful bier; 3 2 
Not wealth, but pity ſwells the burſting groan, 2 
Not pow'r, but whiſp' ring nature prompts wad tear. 


Say, gentle mourner, Fg you ads ä 
Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter'd brow, 
Beneath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 
Why A unmov'd the breathleſs daft below? 


Sleeps it more * * the ſimple ſwain, 
Beneath ſome moſſy turf that reſts his head? 


Where the lone widow tells the night ber pain, 3 


And eve“ with dewy tears embalms the dead. 


. The lily, ſcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, es 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roles ſpring: 
But blows neglected i in the peacefnl vale, 1 15 0 
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And ſcents the zephyrs balmy. brewthing wing. TOR oo Cal 
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( 7 ) 
The buſts of grandeur, and the pomp of pow” „ 
Can theſe bid forrow's guſhing tears ſubſſde? * N 2 
Can theſe avail, in that tremendous hour, * 


When deaths cold hind op on purple ae. 


75 


Ah nol—the mighty names are heard no more: 
Pride's thought ſublime and beauty's kindling bloom 
Serve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 

And ſwell vu TPO verſe the 'ſcutchon'd tom; 


For me —may alen ner 1 my fob! 883 ft 20 1 85 — 
Nor be the whims of tow'ring frenzy ginn r. 
Let wealth ne'er court me from the peaceful made, 76: . 
Where contemplation wings 1 (he 1 to . W „ 8 niet 


O guard me ſaſe from joy 's entieing nas! 
With each extreme that pleaſure tries to hide, 

The poiſon'd breath of ſlow-eonſuming, care, 525 U 
The noiſe of 1 85 and ** dreams of pride. 


But oft when midni oht's fadly ſolemn knell DS. | 5 | 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ſky-top't tow 1 


Calm let me ſit in Proſper's lonely cell i, . © 
Or walk with Milton n thro? the dark obſcure, BL” rods 


Thus when the tranſient 0 of life is led, 
May ſome ſad friend recal the former years; 3 
Then ſtreteh'd in ſilence o'er my duſty bed, a 
Pour the warm guſh of Fp tears. 5 


1 See Wee s tempeſt, 
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Or where the violet pale 
Droops o'er the green embroider'd ken 


Or where young zephyr ſtirs the e —_— 


O''er yon bleak deſart's angedwentid round 
See ' ſt thou where nature treads the deep? ang Soom, 
Sits on you hoary tow'r with Ivy crown'd, g 
Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb; ID: Di 
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EXERELELERERERERERERER 
ODE TO THE GENIUS OF. SHAKESPEARE. 


| BY THE SAME. 


VV 
APT from the glance of mortal eye, 

Say burſts thy genius to the world of nem f 
Seeks it yon ſtar-beſpangled ſky? | 

Or ſkims it's fields with rapid Alght? 

Or mid” yon plains where fancy OM | 

Courts it the balmy-breathing gale? 


Lies all diſſolv'd in fairy dream? © 


Hear'f thou the ſolemn rhuſic Wind = Pp e u 
Or thrills the warbling note in thy melfifluods long! yo" 
1 


Oft while on earth 'twas thine to rove : uh : 
- Where'er the wild-ey'd goddeſs lov'd to roam, mY 
To trace ſerene the gloomy | pore, - wo? T 


Or Rogue meek quiet's ſimple dome; 


1909 


Still hovering round the nine appear, 
That pour the ſoul- tranſporting a yp 3 12 
Join'd to the love's gay train, 2 
The looſe-rob'd graces crown'd with flow! © ws 
The light-wing'd gales that lead the vernal year, 
And wake the roſy-featur'd hours. 
O'er all bright fancy's beamy radiance hone; 
How flam'd thy boſom as her charms reveal! 
| Her fire-clad eye ſublime, her ſtarry zone, 
Her treſſes looſe that wanton'd on the gale; 
On thee the, goddeſs fix'd her ardent look, 
Then from her glowin 8 lips theſe melting accents broke. 
Wanne 
« 'To thee, my Genies ſon, belong 
„% The lays that ſteal the liſtening hour 3 
« To pour the rapture-darting ſong 
| « To paint gay hope's elyſian — ab 
„From nature's hand to ſnatch the dart, 
Fo cleave with pangs the bleeding heart 155 
« Or lightly ſweep the trembling ſtring, 
And call the loves with purple wing 
“From the blue deep where they dwell 
| © With Naiads in the pearly cell, 
** Soft on the ſea-born goddeſs gaze n; 
10 Ori in the looſe W * mae, 
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« Piſſolv'd in downy flambers reſt: n Hogs 
« Or flutter o'er her panting breaſ. b p 
Or wild to melt the yielding ſoul. tor % 
„ Let ſorrow clad in ſable ſtal‚e 4d 22059 9 
«© Slow to thy muſing thought a pear; ( 901 81 Bolt 
«© Or penſive pity pale errrind 90 old enotliv Hue 
« Or love's deſponding tal! 
* Call from th imender's bee the ſympathetic tear,” - 

II. Je 0 en maß nog 
Say, whence the pee A void lie u 
Why thrills thy muſic on the ſprings of thougüt? 1ſt 0 
Why, at thy penecil's touch rein; n 
Starts into life the e *r A101 $f) 
On yonder fairy carpet laid, rei ot van go 2600? 
Where beauty pours ws Ty T3 
And zephyr breathes perſumemgn hee ve Of | 
There nightly to the tranced eye n eden; un Nn | 
Profuſe the radiant goddeſs ſtood diſplay d. f 
With all her ſmiling offspring nig | 
Sudden the mantling cliff, the arching wood 
The broider'd mead, the landſkip, and the grove , 
Hills, vales, and ſæy-dipt ſeas, and torrents rude: 
Grots, rills and ſhades, and bowers that breathꝰd vf b, 
All burſt to fight !—while glancing-on'the viewjs7 i: 91d? | 
Titania's ſporting train bruſh'd lightly oer the den 

16 . 

The pale-ey'd genius of the ſnadlne 99 A 
Led thy bold ſtep to Proſper's magic bower ; 


Whoſe - 


() 
Whoſe voice the howling winds obey'd, 160) Ai Nuten 4 
Whoſe dark ſpell e 15 h 1 19. 
Then roſe ſerene the ſea-girt iſie +l om bite 8 * 
Gay ſcenes by fancy's touch nhhn's - * rt bs 10 wool RY * 5 
Glow 'd to the muſing minis abo Zaum Wh » wot? * 
Such viſions bleſs the hermit's dream, 9 Lig Ho $i * 
When hov'ring angels prompt his sg lo. of 0 1 
Or paint ſome high exſlatic theme. D095 AzfO oY R 
Then flam'd Miranda on th! — galt, yy Naum 2 
Then ſail'd bright Ariel bn the bat's fleet Ty N 
Or ſtarts the lit ning chrong in ſtill amaze} + 
The wild note trembling on th aerial ng: 
The form in heav'n's reſplendent veſture ga 
Floats on the TOY cloud, N the mein 055 
o lay me near yon limpid e N ok 
Whoſe murmur ſooths the ear of —¹ 
There in ſome ſweet poetic dream 
Let fancy's bright Elyſium glow? fab | 
Tis done :—o'er-all-the bluſhing WY 
The dark wood: ſhakes: his cloudy ; 
Below, the üly- fringed dale, e 
Breathes ĩts mild fragrance on the Wits 
| While in paſtime all-unſeen,”/ 
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| The blue wing ſtreak'd with. beamy, gold 
Its pinions opening to the light = 
Say, buris the viſion on my ſight? 


The beauteous ſhapes appearz_.., . 1 


Ain n 277014 
While mock- eyed Cynthia near eds e 
Illumes with ſtreamy ray the 8 lun . Ar 
III. AH ter rail og db 
8 But hark! the tempeſt howls afar! Lore tidy ad 
Burſts the loud whirlwind o'er the _ waſte! .. 
What cherub blows the trump of war? ROY 
What demon rides the ſtormy blaſt ? | 
Red from the lightning's livid blaze, 1 
The bleak heath ruſhes on che ſight; > 10 9 
Then wrapt in ſudden night e ne ar 
Diſſolves.— But ah ! what kingly form 


Ye pale-ey'd lightnings ſpare the cheek. of age! 
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Sports on the moſſy bank; —her train abt 05 : Hear 
Skims light along the gleaming plain; old n 0 Bare: 


Or to the flutt'r ring breeze unfold - 


Ah, no! by Shakefper' . ” Ie 


Roams the lone deſart's deſolated maze 51 
Unaw'd! nor heeds the ſweeping ſtorm. 
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Vain wiſn;—though anguiſh, heaves the want Croag. 
Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 


be a i 


Hears not the mourner's unavailing mos: 4 den 


o See the Midſummer 8 Night” 8 Dream. ; | 8 
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elects he bleeds, and fads with wild: * 
Bares his time· blaſted head, and tears his ſilver We) 5 
. | 

Lo! on yon long- reſounding ſhore, - 

Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep; ; 

What phantoms bathed in infant gore 

Stand muttering on the dizzy ſteep! 

Their murmur ſhakes the zephyr' ovine? x 

The ſtorm obeys their pow'rful tpelts z 

| See, from his gloomy cell | 

Fierce winter ſtarts ! his ſcowling ee 

Bloats the fair mantle of the breathing ſpring, i 

And lowers along the ruffled ſky. 

To the deep vault the yelling harpies run 2, 

fts yawning mouth receives th' infernal crew. 

Dim thro? the black gloom winks the glimmering ſun, 

And the pale furnace gleams with brimſtone blue. 

Hell howls: and fiends that; join the dire acclam 

Dance on the bubbling tide, and point the livid flame. | 
Po BL; 

But ah! on ſorrowꝰs cypreſs bough 

Can beauty breathe her genial bloom? 

On death's cold cheek will paſſion glow ? - 

Or muſic warble from the tombꝰ 

There ſleeps the bard, whoſe tuneful rongus 

Pour'd the full ſtream of mazy ſong. _ _ 

Young ſpring with lip of ruby, here 

Showers from her _ the bluſhing 1 years.” 
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The loves with forward geltite 1 0 j GG: 
Sprinkle the ſod with ſpangling go d 12 ee 0] 
And oft the blue-eyed graces trim ee Joo” 

Dance lightly round on downy und: rk 09 3.200 
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Oft too, when Eve demure and Mill l af W 
Chequers the green dale's purling ill, 0 We . 
Sweet fancy pours the plaintive Krain. i e e OT 
_ N 1 ſooching dreams 4 1 . 550 I 
Hears the N a chat at es r che plain. 10 
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O T 1 OU who mid- the worl-involying 8 be, 
Sit'ſt on yon ſolitary ſpire! 

Or flowly ſhak'ſt the founding dome, © 
Or hear'ft the wildly wins . ab ny, 1 
Say when thy muſing ſoul 05 
Bids diſtant times untoll, 122 wil | 
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And 1 the flight of each reyolving year, | 5 28015 i; 75 
of years whoſe flow-conſuming | power Namen Aale Soſo tt 
Has clad with moſs yon leaning tower, =y 4 be 
That ſaw the race of glory r run, wh K de Ns ates 
That mark'd ambition's ferting | ſan, * Fra Jia en, 7109 L 
That ſhook old empire's tow! ring pride,, _ e 
That ſwept them down the floating tide, 


$1y when theſe long-unfolding ſcenes — 7%, 


Streams down oy Wan, cheek 1 th 5 v -darting tear 5 1 
1. 2. * A Fre oy 
Cat o'er yon trackleſs waſte thy wand'ring « TOM acl 
Yon hall whoſe gold 1 illumin'd brow Ct Lene eis wr 
Juſt trembling thro? the betiding ky, 5 
Oerlooks the boundleſs wild below; 


Once bore the branching wood 

That o'er yon murm'ring flood. 

Hung wildly-waving to the -uſtling gale ; 35 
The naked heath with moſs o. own 
That hears the lone owl's nicht? moan, _ 
Once bloom'd with ſummer's copious ſtore, 
Once rais'd the lawn-beſpangling flow'r, 

Or heard ſome lover's plaintive lay, 

When by pale Cynthia $. ſilver ray, wins 71 1 1 
All wild he wander'd o'er the lonely « 1 55 
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And taught the an moon the - melancholy tale, 
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Ye low-btow'd vaults, ye gloomy celle 

Ye caves where night-bred filence dwells ! + | 

Ghoſts that in yon lonely hall, | 

Lightly glance along the wall; 

Or beneath yon ivy'd tow'r, _ 

At the filent mid-night hour, 

Stand array'd in ſpotleſs white, 

And ſtain the duſky robe of night ; + 

Or with ſlow ſolemn pauſes, roam 

O'er the long, ſounding, hollow dome ! 

Say mid yon deſert? ſolitary round, e, 

When darkneſs wraps the boundleſs e 

Does ne'er ſome diſmal dying ſound © 

On night's dull ſerious ear rebound, 

That mourns the ceaſeleſs lapſe of life-conſ uming ny 
ö 

O call th? inſpiring glorious hour to view, 

When Caledonia's martial train, | 

From yon ſteep rock's high-arching brow 

Pour'd on the heart-ſtruck flying Dane! 

When war's blood-tinctur'd ſpear 

Hung o'er the trembling rer; e 

When light-heel'd terror wing'd their ditions fights 

Yon tow'rs then rung with wild alarms! 

Yon deſert gleam'd with ſhining arms ! 

While on the bleak hill's brightning ſpire, 

Bold rice y flam'd, with eyes of fire j | 


Her 
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But ah, what hand he failing ae van NAH 

What voice recalls th? expiring _— 5539 nod 2.4) 

See darting ſwift on eagle wings Capt A 
The glancing moment burſts away! Oo * 

So from ſome mountain's head; 7 SOT od rf e Fe erg 

In mantling gold array d, - $2 Fa ONO 


(mp | 
Her limbs celeſtial robes infold, - ive E 


Her wings were ting*d with Ghai tay bo 2 \ 
She ſpoke :—her words infus'd reſiſtleſs dy 1 


And warm'd the banning wege 154 rous d ths 8955 * _ 


While bright-ey'd fancy ſtands in ſweet ber: : 

The vale where muſing quiet treads, z g ts NN 

The flow'r-clad lawns, and . bed, Nine q 

Or ſtreams where zephyr? loves to ray 4. 009 

Beneath the pale eve's twinkling fay; gt 

Or waving woods detain the fight :— © 

When from the gloomy cave-of night | 11 50 

Some cloud ſweeps ſhadowy o'er the :duſky Kies 788% V 

And wraps the flying ſcene that 2 and dun aid dies, 
foe gti af ee | 

Lo! riſing from yon dreary tmr: . 

What ſpectres Cy. A 

With haggard eyes, and viſage pale, 

And voice that moans with feeble wail! 

O'er yon long reſounding plain T2418 

Slowly moves the folemn'train g + © - 


( 12 3 9 


Wailing wild with ſhrieks of oe 
O' er the bones that reſt below -! 
While the dull night's ſtartled ear 
Shrinks, aghaſt with thrilling fear! 
Or ſtand with thin robes waſting: ſoon, 
And eyes that blaſt the ſick'ning moon! 
Yet theſe, ere time had roll'd their years aways. 
Ere death's fell arm had mark'd its aim; 
Rul'd yon proud tow'rs with ample * . 
Beheld the trembling ſwains obey; 
And wrought the glorious deed that fwell'd the cramps of 1 
4497 e 
| But why o'er theſe indulge the burſting _ 3 
Feels not each ſhrub the tempeſts powr? 

Rocks not the dome when whirlwinds fly? 
Nor ſhakes the hill when thunders roar ? 

Lo! mould'ring, wild, unknown, 
What fanes, what tow'rs o'erthrown, _ 
What tumbling chaos marks the waſte of time! 

I ſee Palmyra” s temples fall! _ | 
Old ruin ſhakes the hanging wall! 
Yon waſte where roaming lions how], 

Von aiſle where moans the grey-ey'd owl, 
| Shows the proud Perſian's great abode : 

Where ſceptur'd once, an earthly god! | 

His pow'r-clad arm controul'd each happier clime, 
Where ſports the — * and fancy foars ſublime. 


r ; Peiſepolis, 5 ö 
Hark: 
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Hark (what dire found rally W ring TI _— 
Ah! what ſoul-thrilling ſcene appears ! Fen ub a) ep 
I ſee the column'd arches fil! Fi 7 3 . eln em 
And ſtructures hoar, the' boaſt of years? = 119 eas? AC 
What mould'ring piles decay! ci {rr 
Gleam thro* the moon - ſtreak d ſhade, te dis Low 9 
Where Rome's proud genius rear'd her awful brow! ** ; 
Sad monument - Ambition near, | 1 a 
Rolls on the duſt and pours a %% 20D 
pile honour drops the fluttiring plume, ede N 
And conqueſt weeps o'er Cæſar's tomb, | 
And courage beats his ſobbing breaſt ; <q ee de SE 
Ev'n war's red cheek the guſhing ſtreams o 'rflow, | vi <364t] 
And my" s lining ear attends the plainr of woe, 
R 

Lo on yon Pyramid ſublime;s i os va ord ab 
Whence lies old Egypt's deſert clime, Mel hes . TOR” 
Bleak, naked, wild! where ruins low'rs, ' | 7 Com ee 
Midſt' fanes, and wrecks, and tumbling tow” rs / ar ones 
On the ſteep height waſte and. bare, "TV'S N M4 TRIS 
Stands the pow” r with 2 hair ! ks 55 i eee 
| Slowly ſhakes the flowing fund, 70 FP Sb OD {RO 
While the Hours, an airy ring „ W . 
Lightly flit with downy * wing; ee e e ee 
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And ſap the works of man ;—and _ 

With ſilver locks his furrow'd head; 

Thence rolls the mighty pow'r his broad Oy 

And ſeals the nations awful doom; | 

He ſees proud grandeur's meteor ray, 

He yields to joy the feſtive day; 3 

Then ſweeps the ogg ſhade, and marks chem for the 
tomb. 
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WEET god of eaſe, whoſe opiate breath 
Pour'd gently o'er the heaving brealt ; 
Steals like the ſolemn hand of death ; | 

And ſheds the balm of viſionary reſt ; 

Come with ev'ry pow'rful fpell 

From the hermit's gloomy cell, 

From the ſwallow's moſſy bed, 

When bleak winter blaſts the mead;. 

Come with night's cold, cloudy brow, 

With ſey-rob'd thought demure, and ſtow, 
With reſt that charms the droufy air, 

And folds the wakeful eyes of melancholy care. 
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0 by thy robe e 755 

Thy treſſes bound with funeral yew, 

Thy voice that ſoothes the ear of night, 

Thine ebon-rod: that ſweeps the pearly dew; 
By the pale moon's trembling beam, | 
By the ghoſts on Lethe's ſtream; . 

By the filent ſolemn gloom, _ 

By the beetle's drouſy hum, 

By the zephyr's dying breath, _ 

When ſleeps the ruffled wave beneath, 

By the long voice of murmuring ſeas, _ 


Lull each repoſing ſenſe i in calm oblivious eaſe: = 


RECITATIVE. 
Pour on my ſoul the ſweetly melting lay, 
That once on Argus could prevail; 
When ſooth'd by Hermes? wond'rous tale, 


Each liſtning ſenſe diſſolwd and dy'd away: 


Lall'd by the magic doubling ſound, _ 
Slow-ſtealing lumber lock'd his iron breaſt ; - 


His thoughts in ſweet delirium d F und, . 


His falling arms the god confe 33 
On his numb'd ear remote and dull, 
The hollow murmur feebly ſtole; 


O'erpower'd at laſt he yields the beauteous 3 prize, t 5 : 5 : 


b WS 
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And * ſupinely down, and folds an hundred eyes. 
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. 3. Then 
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£1 3- 
Then too let bold-ey'd fancy come 
With brightning look and boſom bare; | "P 
Her features fluſh'd with vivid bloom, © . 
With flutt'ring wings, and looſely-flowing Rays 
 'Then let all the burſting foul | 
Boldly dart from pole to pole; 
Starting from the airy ſteep, 
Lightly ſkim the wavy deep; 
Up the rough rock let me climb, 
Till thy ſtrong voice with note ſublime 
Wakes, fires, and thrills with rapid ſtrains, 
”- And leads the lighten'd mind to ſoft Elyſian plains, 
4. 

vet then let no fantaſtic tale; 1 
No ruder thought diſturb the dream; 

But bear me to yon lonely dale, 
Where weeps the willow o'er the murmuring ſtream; 
Or where in the bow'ry ſhade 
Quiet leans her drooping head, 
Where from yonder cave beneath 
Sweeps the wild wind through the "Work, 
Or with notes that deeply move, 
Wake all the tuneful ſoul of love; ; 
Let bright Lucinda's charms ariſe, c 
eee 
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| RECITATIVE. 

Then on the rapid wings of fancy *. 1 
zold let me ſoar with ſteddy flight, 

Where burſts the radiant blaze of light; 
or where Aurora ſheds the roſy morn: 
or lead me where the warbling nine, 
With flying fingers ſweep the melting lyre; 
There ſoothe with harmony divine, 
Or nobly breathe celeſtial fire. 
Or in the ſoft Idalian grove, _ 
With all the graces let me rove, | 
Where gay Anacreon haunts the genial box! r, 
And crowns the bluſhing nymph with ev'ry balmy flow'r 

. $p-.5 x 

Oft too with Spencer let me od" 
The fairy field where Una ſtrays ; 
Or loll in pleaſure's flow'ry bed *, 3 
Or burſt to heav'n in Milton's high-wrought 11 1 
Or on AriePs airy wing, ” 
Let me chaſe the young-ey'd ſpring, 
Where the powder'd cowſlips bloom, Ty 
Where the wild thyme breathes perfume : 
Or with ſolemn ſteps, and ſad, | 
Slow let me haunt the deep' ning ſhade, 
Where Richard, thro' the op'ning ground _ 
Beheld the white-rob'd ghoſt, and A che guſhing r 


0 5 Thomplon' 8 Caſtle of Indolence, + | | 
| 8 6. Come 
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| \. 
Come, gentle god, with magic wand 

Of pow'r to calm the ſoul of care: 

From envy's graſp to looſe the brand, | 
Or lull th' envenom'd ſhakes that prompt __ 

Bring the viſion's airy ſhow, 

Yews that wave o'er Lethe flow, 

Glimm'ring beams, and taper blue, 

Rad, that drops with Stygian dew; 

Sloth, on down ſupinely laid, e 

And ſlow-ey'd eaſe that droops the head. 

Pale languor wrapt in thoughtleſs gaze, 


And wild oblivion loſt in fancy's boundleſs mare. 


RECITATIVE. 
See night's dun robe involves the pathleſs waſte! 
Black clouds in heaps confus'dly ering 

Roll awful o'er her gloomy throne: 


While thro the dark cave ſweeps the voy blaſt: 


Yon car by boding ravens led, 

Bears the lone goddeſs thro? the murky gloom; 
Before ſlow darkneſs breathes her ſhade, 

And reſt forſakes the yawning tomb. 

Around at mid-night's ſolemn noon, 

Rapt fancy gazes on the moon: 


Care folds her arms, nor knows th' unpleaſing theme, 
And grief diſſolving ſhares the ſweetly-ſoothing dream. 
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EE K power! whoſe balmy-pinion'd gale 
. Steals o'er the flower-enamell'd dale; 
Whoſe voice in gentle whiſpers ner 
Oft ſighs to quiet's liſtening ear; 
As on her downy eouch at reſt, 
By thought's inſpiring viſions bleſt 
She fits, with white-rob'd filence nigh, 
And muſing heaves her ſerious eye, 
To mark the ſlow ſun's glimmering ray, 
To catch the laſt pale gleam of day ; 
Or ſunk in ſweet repoſe,” unknown 
Lies on the wild hill's van alone; 
And ſees thy gradual pencil flow 
Along the heav'n-illumined bow. 
Come, nymph demure, with mantle blue, 
Thy treſſes bath'd in balmy dew, © 
With ſtep ſmooth fliding o'er the green, 
The graces breathing in thy mien; 
And thy veſture's gather'd fold 
Gut with 8 a zone of circling gold; | 
K 4 And 
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Let fancy falcon wing'd be near: 
Where muſing roams retirement hoar, 


© bid with trembling light to glow · 


Or lead my ſtep to ruin'd towers ! 
Where gleaming thro? the chinky door 
Deep in the deſert ſhrieking ifle | 


And hears the ſlow clock's pealing . 4 In 
Or mid” the dun diſcoloured gloom, | 


( 136 ) 
And bring the harp, whoſe ſolemn ſtring 
Dies to the wild wind's murmuring wing ; 


And the nymph, whoſe eye ſerene 


Marks the calm, breathing woodland ſcene z 
Thought, mountain-ſage ! who loves to climb, 
And haunt the dark rock's ſummit dim ; 


And through the cloud-enveloped ſphere, 

LulPd by the torrent's diſtant roar ; 

The raven-plume that crowns his brow. 
Lo, where thy meek-ey'd train attend! 


Queen of the ſolemn thought deſcend! 
O hide me in romantic bowers! | 


The pale ray gilds the moulder'd floor : 
While beneath the hallowed pile 


Rapt contemplation ſtalks along, 


Sits on ſome hero's peaceful tomb, 


Throws life's gay glittering robe aſide, 


And tramples on the neck of pride. | 

Oſt ſhelter'd by the rambling ſprays, 

Lead o'er the foreſt's winding maze ; | 
Where 
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Where through the mantling boughs, afar 
Glimmers the filver-ſtreaming ſtar; 
And, ſhower'd from every ruſtling blade 
The looſe light floats along the ſhade : 
80 hovering o'er the human ſcene 
Gay pleaſure ſports with brow ſerene ; 
By fancy beam'd, the glancing ray 
Shoots, flutters, gleams, and fleets away: 
Unſettled, dubious, reſtleſs, blind, 
Floats all the buſy buſtling mind; 
While memory's unſtainꝰd leaves retain 
No trace from all th' ideal train. 
But ſee the landſkip opn'ing fair 
luvites to breathe the purer air! 
O when the cowſlip-ſcented gale 
Shakes the light dew-drop o'er the dale, | 
When on her amber-dropping bed is 15 8 43 
Looſe eaſe reclines her downy head; | 
How bleſt ! by fairy-haunted ftream 
To melt in wild ecſtatic dream ! 
Die to the pictured wiſh, or hear 
(Breathed ſoft on fancy's trembling ear) 
Such lays, by angel-harps refined, 
As half unchain the fluttering mind, 
When. on life's edge it eyes the ſhore, . 
And all its pinions ftretch to ſoar. 
Lo, where the ſun's broad orb withdrawn 
Skirts with pale gold the duſky lawn! | 
TOE? i While 


„„ I 
While led by every gentler power, 


Steals the ſlow, ſolemn, muſing hour. 8 e 


Now from the green hill's purple brow- 
Let me mark the ſcene below; ę 
Where feebly-glancing thro? the gloom 
Yon myrtle ſhades the ſilent tomb: 
Not far, beneath the evening beam 
The dark lake rolls his azure ſtream, 
Whoſe breaſt the ſwan's white plumes divide, 
Slow-failing o'er the floating tide. | 
Groves, meads, and ſpires, and foreſts bare 
Shoot glimmering thro” the miſty air; 
Dim as the viſion- pictured bower 
That gilds the ſaint's expiring hour, 
When rapt to ecſtacy, his eye 
Looks thro? the blue etherial ſky. 
All heav'n unfolding to his fight! 
Gay forms that ſwim in floods of light! 
The fun-pav'd floor, the balmy clime, 
The ruby-beaming dome ſublime, 
The towers in glittering pomp diſplay'd ;— 
The bright ſcene hoyers o'er his bed. 
He ſtarts:— but from his eager gaze | 
Black clouds obſcure the leſs'ning rays ; | 
On memory ſtill the ſcene is wrought, 
And lives in fancy's featur'd thought. 

On the airy mount reclin'd 
What wiſhes ſoothe the muſing mind ! 
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How ſoft the velvet lap of ſpring! 
How ſweet the zephyr's violet wing! 
Goddeſs of the plaintive ſong, _ 
That leads the melting heart along; 
O bid thy voice of genial power 
Reach contemplation's lonely bower; 
And call the ſage with tranced fight 
To climb the mountain's ſteepy height; 
To wing the kindling wiſh, or ſpread _ 
Oer thought's pale cheek enlivening red; 
Come hoary power with ſerious eye, 


Whoſe thought explores you diſtant ſky ; 


Now when the buſy world is ſtill, 
Nor paſſion tempts the wavering will, 


When ſweeter hopes each Pome: e | 


And quiet whiſpers to the ſoul, 

Now ſweep from life th' illuſive train 
That dance in folly's diazy brain; 

Be reaſon's ſimple draught pourtrayed, 
Where blends alternate light and ſhade : 
Bid dimpled mirth, with thought belied, 
Sport on the bubble's glittering fide ; 
Bid hope purſue the diſtant boon, 
And frenzy watch the fading moon ; 
Paint ſuperſtition's ſtarting eye, 

And wit that leers with geſture ſly, 

Let cenſure whet her venomed dart, 
And green-eyed envy gnaw the heart; 
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Let pleaſure lie on flowers reclin'd, 
While angniſh aims her ſhaft behind. 

Hail, fire ſublime, whoſe hallow'd cave 
Howls to the toarſe deep's daſhing wave; 
Thee ſolitude to Phœbus bore, 
Far on the lone deſerted ſhore, 
Where Orellano's ruſhing tide 
Roars on the rock's projected ſide. *' 
Hence burſting o'er thy ripened mind, 
Beams all the father's thought refined: 
Hence oft in ſilent vales unſeen, 
Thy footſteps prints the fairy green; 
Or thy ſoul melts to ſtrains of woe, 
That from the willow's quivering bough 
Sweet warbling breathe; the zephyrs round 
O'er Dee's ſmooth current waft the ſound, _ 
When ſoft on bending ofiers laid _ 
The broad ſun trembling thro? the bed; 
All-wild thy heav'n-rapt fancy ſtrays, 
Led thro? the ſoul-diſſolving maze, 
Till ſlumber downy-pinion'd, near 
Plants her itrong fetlocks on thy ear; 
'The foul unfetter'd burſts away, 

And baſks enlarged in beamy day. 
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ODE TO INNOCEN CE. 
BY THE 4 20 E. 


7 WAS when the ſlow-decliming ray 
Had ting'd the cloud with evening gold 3 
No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No ſound aan the n, fold. 


When by a nite vill reclin'd 
Sat wrapt in thought a wandering ſwain: 
Calm peace compos'd his mufing mind; 
And thus he rais'd the W ſtrain. 
or 
3 Hail innocence ! celeftial 13 13 
„What joys thy bluſhing charms reveal ! 
Sweet, as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 
« And milder than the vernal gale. 


On thee attends a radiant quire, 
« Soft-ſmiling peace, and downy reſt ; 
« With love that prompts the warbling lyre, 
And hope that ſoothes the throbbing breaſt. 
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« O ſent from heav'n to haunt the grove, 


„Where ſquinting envy ne'er can come! 
« Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs love, 
« Nor anguiſh chills the living bloom. 


«© But ſpotleſs beauty rob'd in white | 
“ Sits on yon moſs- grown hill reclin'd ; 


& Serene as heav'n's unſully'd light, 


And pure as Delia's gentle mind. 


2 Ge bear nly power! thy wk ho” 


„May full my ruder thoughts controul ; ; 
* Thy hand to point my dubious way, | 
«« Thy voice to ſoothe the melting ſoul. 


« P. ar in . ſhady fee retrcan 


Let thought beguile the lingering hour; 
c Let quiet court the moſly ſeat, | 
© And —_ olives form the bower. 


Let loveey's peace 10 neck 1 
« And oft' fit liſtening in the dale, 

«© While night's ſweet warbler from the bough, 
« Tells to the 1 her ee, elk. - 


& Soft: as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 

Let each conſenting paſſion move; 
Let angels watch its ſilent reſt, 

« And all its bliſsful dreams be love. 
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APPROACH OF SPR ING. 


ARLY the fan his radiant le 5 

Sloping his ſteep courſe with the Pleiades; 
On ev'ry fragrant briar the flowret blooms, - 
And the wild woodlark chaunts his early ſong 
In heedleſs carol, to the ſmiling hours, 
Young Maia's feſtive train; their wavy dance 
She jocund leads, and from her horn profuſe 
Pours roſes, violets, woodbines, eglantine, 
Fair Flora's dow'r, what time the youthful ſpring. 
Claſp'd her all bluſhing in a ſecret bower : 
Thou the mild offspring of their warm embrace, 
Oh lovely May, and theſe thine heritage, 
Which bounteous thou with an unſparing hand 
Sattereſt to all, tho? chief thou lov'ſt to deck 
The village Phæbe's brow, and fairer far 
k thy adorning, than the ſunny glow 
Of eaſtern ruby, ill aſſorted grace _ 
That decks not but deforms the faded cheek | 
Of the wan courtier.— Far more raptur'd greets 
Fancy's fond ear, whereꝰ er ſhe muſing roves 
Thy minftrelſy untator'd, than the trill 
And languid deſcant of Italian art, 
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Yet ſings the woodlark, and the hawthorn blooms, 
Unheard the ſong, the fragrance unperceiv'd _ 
By me; tho” not among the ſons of men 
There lives, who liſtens with more raptur'd ear, 
Or feels more lively, nature's varied boon, 
For tho? confined in the city walls | 
Io dwell with buſy care, and with him watch 
N The call of intereſt, is my lot affix d, 
= Par happier ſeems to me the peaſant's life, 
| Who treads the furrow lab'ring, yet his mind 
| Vacant of thought can muſe of what around 
Strikes his rapt eye with beauty, or his car 
With pleaſing ſong, than if a golden mine 
Diſclos'd its boundleſs treaſures, but condemn'd 1 
My carking thought, to watch the gilded miſchief Ss 
| And cunningly deviſe tVincreaſe the ſtore. ] 
N Bereav'd of every pleaſure nature gives | 
'Each plain but heart-felt rapture, what is wealth ? 


In artful mazes we but toil for bliſs: _ | 
True pleaſure dwells not in the arched 4 roof, To SIE : 
She ſings no carol to the midnight ball, . 


The loaded board and Bacchus' fluſt' ring draughts 

In vain are tryed, for ah ſhe dwells not there, 

She dwells not with ſuch rude ill-manner'd mirth, 
But ſeeks with her mild ſiſter chearfulneſs - 

The ruſſet plain, there prompts the virgin's ſong 

Breathes the briſk carol from the cottage reed, 

Strikes. the quick tabor glad with echoing pulſe, | 
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And animates the village holiday. 4 
Nor then alone but when his honeſt labour 
Calls the good.ſwain, ſhe early joins his ſtep. 
For the mild radiance of the op'ning dan 
Gives to her ſight. the wide-extended view - 

Of hill and dale, hoar foreſt, flow'ring heath, 


Rich harveſt, verdant meadow, where the ſtream + 


Rolls far its plenteous wave, and all around 
To pleaſure's ear moſt grateful, thouſand birds 


Lark, linnet, thruſh, and thou of all the grove _ : 


The ſweeteſt ſongſter, witching Philomel, 

Art riſing to hymn out thy morning ſong = 
Thou too at eve, when all his labour o'er 

He at the furrow's end unyokes the ſteer, 

And ſeeks with weary ſtep his reſt at home, 4 

Doſt with thy tranquil warble ſooth his ſoul; 

Beſt prelude to the peace his cottage gives. 


There at the door his flum'rous offspring watch 


Their fire's return, and eager run to tell 

The tyding of his coming, while his dame 

Plys her glad evening care, to deck the board 

With food uncater'd hy the baleful hand 

Of luxury, and fitteſt to refreſh _ 

His tbit-worn ſpirit, and her ſmiling welcome 
Gives its due reliſh to the ſimple fare. 

What are to this the proud luxurious feaſts, 
The city's boaſt, where diſtant colonies 
Of eaſt and weſtern worlds muſt be explor'd . 
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To ſtrike the ſickly palate's feeble ſenſe 
With faint delight; oh what are all our joys, 
Ev'n thoſe of monarchs, to the thouſand beauties 
That ſtrike the rapt ſoul of the rudeſt hind? 

Can art's beſt mimicry their form expreſs? 
Can rich Loraine mix up the glowing tint 
Bright as Aurora? can he form a ſhade 
To ftrike the fancy with a gloom ſo ſolemn 
As ev'ry thicket, copſe, or ſecret grove a 
At twilight hour affords ? can ſavage Roſa' 
With ought ſo wildly noble fill the mind, 
As where the ancient oak in the wood's depth 
Has ſhed his leafy honours, and around 


The woodman with fell axe has low'r'd this a pride 


Of many a tall tree, he deſerted ſtands 
A barren trunk, while rude winds howl around, 
And dreary torrents laſh his naked limbs ? 


Mean time the rifting thunder dreadful roars, 


The livid light'nings flaſh, and elements 
Conjoin'd pour out their wrath, as if to rend 
The lone, defenceleſs, aged, feeble oak. 

Such ſcenes awake imagination's pow'rs 

To facred thought, ſuch Roſa cannot paint; 
Tis his alone to ſhow the ſhatter'd trunk; 


The winds keen how], the thunder's aweful found, h 
The dreary rain, theſe mock the pencil's pow'r. 
Can aught of artful muſic ſooth the ſoul '- 


| To ſo ſerene a temper, as the flight | 
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Of ſongſters in the grove ? or can thy ſtrain, 
(Tho? there enchantment ftrike the magic chord) 
Oh matchleſs Purcell! with ſo wild a charm - 
Tranſport the mind, as when at duſk of ere 
From the hoar battlement the lone owl's crx 
Pierces the aweful ſilence, and the fallen 
And time-worn holloy tow'rs convey the found. . 
To the near wood, where in the devious path | 
Retired fancy wanders, on her ear 
The faint found murmurs, ſtrait the diſtant low 
Of unyok'd heifer, ſtrait the cuckow's note 
She hears, while oft the roving zephyr's tread . 
Ruſtling alarms her, and the meaſur'd ſtep 

Of the ſlow ſteer, who bruſhes thro” the thicket 
To ſeek his food, beats duly regular. 
As on he wanders, thro' the op'ning bower *' 
He ſees the pale moon riſing, clouds on ds 
Pil'd mountainous awhile obſtruct her beam, 899 
Till lab'ring thence ſhe lifts her filver brow, 5 1 
And pours her full ray on the ivy'd ſteeple, 1 425 
And hark its bell now tolls the minute knell, 
And thro' the churchway path the ſurplic'd prieſt 
Walks ſlowly forward, while the ſnowy pal! 
Cov'ring the relicks of ſome love-lorn virgin 8 
Paſſes with aweful pace along the glade.  _. 

Wrapt harmoniſt! what tho? thy ſtudied chord | 
Can ſound the flow knell, echo to the note 


The lone owl urters, breathe the heifer's low, of be bo 
LS. And 
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And mark the funeral ſlep with pauſing cadence, 
And muſic can no more, where is the tower 
O'er-hung with ivy, ſeen by the pale moon 
Whoſe faint beam glimmers on the ſhowy pall, 


Where / are the rocky clouds from whence ſhe breaks? 
| Yet do not theſe, does not the ruſtling breeze 


And the flow-treading heifer add delight ? 


Do not accordant ſenſes join to fill 


The muſing mind with calm and holy rapture ? 


And can the city by the utmoſt force 


Of mimic art, with labour'd imitation 

So ſoothe the ſoul, or give ſuch mild delight? 
Ve gay and ſportive votaries of joy, | 

Forgive the thoughtleſs muſe, for ſhe has led me 

To talk of pleaſing horror, and the bliſs 

Which melancholy gives, ye cannot form 

Amid the circling follies, which urge on 

Your laughing hours, perhaps ye cannot form | 


A ꝓytion of theſe joys, and with a taunt We 


of high contempt, deſpiſe the wild enthuſiaſm. 
Yet on the well-trod ſtage have ye not ſeen 


Vour Roſcius fired by the natural bard, 


Immortal Shakeſpear, wander the bleak heath 
A poor and outcaſt king, nor blame the winds 


Whoſe keen tooth ſeiz'd his age, nor chide the elements 
For their unkindneſs, while the ruMling ſtorm - 

Tore the proud garments from his ſhiv'ring trunk, 
And the fierce lightnings fir'd his mad'ning brain? 
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Have you not then felt, horror, would ye not. | 
Change your rich pomp, for Edgar's naked hovel, 
And be the poor king's hoſt ?—haye ye not vid 
To range with Roſaline the foreſt wild, 
Or live beneath the ſhelter of ſome oak. 55 
With melancholy Jaques? tell me why then 
Ye look'd on wealth and greatneſs with a ſcorn? 1 
Why but becauſe the muſe with native ſtrength 2 
Pour'd truth on fancy's eye, and yet the muſe 
Can only boaſt in the moſt warm deſcription 
A faint reſemblance, nor has ſhe ſuch force 
To ſtrike as nature has; alas her voice 
But wakes remembrance of our abſent bliſs ; 9 
And when ſhe ſings of incenſe- breathing ring 
She wafts no odours to the longing ſenſe, 
But only prompts our ſigh, that we muſt dwell 
Confin'd in the full city, diltant far 
From every ſcene of rural innocence/, 
Whoſe woods, whoſe ſhades, whoſe ſtorms, or . 
Ev'n raiſe a ſenſe of pleaſure, What can then 
The brighter views, what can the happy hour 
That gives the bluſhing bride to the true arms 
Of faithful Damon? Thenot pleas'd revives 
To former youth, and gayeſt of the dag 
Provokes the village mirth, and from his ſoul | 
Enjoys the ſpouſal of his boy, who ſcarce 
| (Ofercome with rapture) can himſelf conduct 
His feſtival, and but for buſy Thenot 
| L 3 
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Each due rite were neglected, and the gueſts Sag 
Unbidden by the tabor's ſprightly ſound 
To ſeek the green, and in the jocund dance 


Each maiden with her youth breathe ſport and j joy, | 


Save the ſtill happier pair, their greater bliſs 
Fills the whole breaſt, nor leaves a vacant place 
For lighter mirth, unnotic'd ſpeaks the pipe, 
They hear no ſound but the endearing ey” 5 
Of mutual love, they do not mark the joy | 
In every face around; for their attention, 
Fix'd on each other, watches every glance 
Diffuſed by the lovely languid eye. 
Well may all elſe be unperceiv'd, for who 
Obſerves bright Heſper dart his pointed ray, 
When riding high mild Cynthia pours ſerene | 
Her ſteady beam, oh tell me when compar'd 
To theſe true raptures, what's the ſhadowy pomp 
And artful ſplendour, when the golden ſhackles 
Fetter two venal ſouls, by intereſt call'd 
To proftitute the ever-hallow'd rites - | 

Of holy Hymen ! ?—On the village plain 
| Nought joins but mutual love, no ſorded motive | 
Promotes unnatural union, but the flame 
That firſt united glows throughout their life | 
A ſteady fire, whoſe unabating light 
Gilds youth with rapture, and with foſt'ring warmth 


Chears drooping age, who ſmiling ſees his offspring . 


Step t to claim the joys he celebrates 


With 
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With annual hoſpitality, what time | 
The circling year brings round the happy day 


That ſhow'r'd down bleſſings on him, when it gave 


g To his fond vow the willing Sylvia's charms, Pg 


Then blooming young, now hoary, but her heart 


Unchang'd by time, for ſtil! the ſame deſire 
To add to every joy, or fondly ſoothe 
Each woe he feels, reigns unabated there ; 
His ſocial roof receives each welcome gueſt, 
His open heart diffuſes round his pleaſure, 
And each plain neighbour with unfeigning tongue 
Congratulates his bliſs. Who would not leave 
For theſe ſincere delights, the pageant pomp, _ 
The rich array, the courtly formal ſpeech © \ 
Unutter'd by the heart, the birth-day wiſh 
Of venal hirelings, who for intereſt croud | 
The glittering levee? happier (reaſon deems 
View'd in each light) the ſimple village life 
Than all that courtiers wiſh, or kings beſtow. 
Kings cannot give a boon of ſo rich price 
As are thy ſmiles, O lovely health ! and thou 
Shunning the tumult, to the rural green 
Retireſt, there not built by mortal hand 
Stands on the ſouthern ſlope of the freſh hill 
'Thy temple, from whoſe roof the eglantine 
And vagrant woodbine hang, and at the parch | 
Sits thy good prieſteſs eaſe, adminiſtring | 
To exerciſe (who wp. the gentle ſlope 

L 4 


9 
%, 
| 


E 


By moderate footing moves) the holy cup 

Of temperance, nymph of the cryſtal ſpring 

That dwells beneath thy altar, and from thence 

Warbling with gentle lapſe joins the full fiream | 

That winding wild delays its filver courſe 

Tn the rich mead, whoſe bank the-peaſant oft 

Approaches to allay his thirſt, and quaffs 

The fimple beverage from thy limpid fount. 

Bright virgin, thee of all the pow'rs who range 

The rural plain, I woo with conſtant vow 

Moſt ardent, deign around my temples bind 

Thy fragrant wreath, and deck my purpled cheek ' 

With thy rich glow. Then undiſturb'd the rad 285 

Muſing purſues its holy meditation, 

And rapt in trance, can trace a thouſand gifts 

Show'r'd by the gracious hand of nature's king 

To deck the various field, the wond'ring eye 

Roams o'er the fair creation, then to heav'n 
Unbidden ſoars, for the full ſoul impreſt 

With holy tranſport, there directs its view 
From whence its bleſſings flow, and the rapt voice 
Accordant hymns the grateful ſong of praiſe, 
The rapid guſts of paſſion, which or pride, 

Or folly, or the thouſand varying forms 

Of courtly affectation ever raiſe, 

Here all ſubſide, and the compoſed breaſt 
Expands with love, and to its utmoſt power 

Diſffuſes bleſſings to mankind, nor fears 


Ingratitude 


2003 


jeratitude ſhould check, -or pride ſhould punk | 
The offer'd bounties of the gen 'rous heart. 


Bleſs'd be the day, and doubly bleſs'd-the hour, 3 
When my Fidele with unfeigned vo 3 
Gave her fond hand, and own'd her conſtant love; 


Tho! ſince that hour already thrice the ſun © 

from ev'ry ſign has ſeen our growing bliſs, 

And tho? thy ſmile of unaffected love 

Adds joy to every joy, and charms to eaſe." 
The brow of care, tho? thou art all that heav'n 
Could give in woman , tenderneſs, and truth, 

ind all my heart &er wiſh'd, when warmeſt fancy 
form'd the fond future view of houſhold bliſs 1 
ſet happier ſtill perhaps our lot had been, 
Had'ſt thou beneath the rural thatch receiy'd 

My faithful vow, and we had never heard 

Of towns or city life, a Marian thou 

And ruſtic Corin I. Then on the plain 
Contented we had paſs*d life's little day. 

While youth with ſprightly beam land 0 our 1 | 
They would move on with joy, and when at noon 
Firm manhood-call'd us forth to till the ſoil, 

And with our lab'ring hand direct the plough, 

We would be ready, nor refuſe the taſk, 

Due tribute to the public, till at eve 

Our vigour loft, when age came creeping on 

We would unyoke our heifers, and retire 

To welcome eaſe, our beſt {kill then employ'd 
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At our own home, attentive there to thatch 


The chinks which time had made, and to root up 


Each foul weed that deform'd our little plot. 
This buſineſs over, calm we ſhould attend 

Th approaching hour of our eternal reſt; 
And when it came, borne to our peaceful grave 

By the plain villager ; what tho? no tomb 

Of ſculptur'd marble call'd the paſſing eye 

To read our ftory, yet the cottage tear 

Should on our aſhes fall, and the good heart 

O'erflow ſincerely for a neighbour loſt ; _ 

Upon our bier the virgin troop would hang 

Freſh-woven chaplets of the ſweeteſt flow'rs : 

Green turf ſhould deck our grave, and ev'ry year 
In ſpring-time would ſome friendly hand with care 

Bind the freſh briar around, to guard the place 
From the rude inſult of the careleſs ſtep, 

And faithful memory to late time record _. 

We were the happieſt pair of human kind, _... . , 
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H me what is this mortal life? (I cry*d) © 0 þ 158 2 
What changes croud the page of flitting time! 
What dire reverſe of fate have numbers try?d! ' 1 1 4! 
What youth, was _— wither'd in the prime! x 2006 


e deginy purſues, $7% 50" e ee +9230 , : 
Aud levels in the chace with rapid wing ? 7 9 75 

Pity in vain, or mirth, or merit ſus 
Oy vain the e 18 and the REN”: 


Ah! bat l fame the idol of the 55. * 94M e 
No ſolid pleaſure can ſhe e' er beſtow ); 

If juſt to worth, that juſtice comes too late: 
Prompt i is her malice, but her merey 0 — 


Thus on the winding Iſis ie kale; 
The varying ſcenes of fortune I deplore ; 
Waſting in fruitleſs ſighs the evening dank, 
. Tears adding water to the river's ſtore, 


A gloomy 
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A gloomy manſion open to the view, 
Diſcloſing horror, heighten'd by the ſhade ; 
Where round the nodding walls the mournful yew 
| Points to the vault where NOSE? was laid. 


Where wich 15 bind of night, mt 101 fout 
In ſullen fellowſhip together dwell 
The bat ambiguous, and ill omen'd owl 


Screaming to Tue ſwains a dreadful knell ! 


Intent 1 nd; till terror, "ng debe. | 
Rear'd a pale ſpectre from the yawning tomb, 
A faint deluſion of the murky night, 
Begot and bred in fancy's fruitful womb! 


| | Semblance of virgin elegance and grace, 
The mimic ſhape in every part adorn'd ; | 
But wan and languid ſeem'd the beauteous face, 


Which Elen envy'd and which Henry mourn'd. ; ; 
Now gently gliding o'er the hallow'd ground, 41 
Claoſe by my fide the phantom made a ſtand, ? 
Piercing the night-ſtill'd air. An awful ſound ! «\ 


And claim'd attention with uplifted hand, 


<« T once was bleſt with love's deluding joy, 
„ alſo felt the worſt extreme of hate! 
And can no length of time (ſhe cry'd) deſtroy, 
Remembrance of my love and of my fate? 
| | | 3 « 0 
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O had oblivion in her peaceful cel! 


That on the chiſſel'd ſtone no verſe might tell, 
« My crime how great! my puniſhment how 10 


But Woodſtock's blooming bowers Kill remain, | 
« The ſcenes to me, of pleaſute, and of woe; 60 

« And Godſtow's walls perpetuate the ſtain, 

« My — * whilſt my grave Pk PISA 


« 0 Woodſtock, fated long to be the ſeat | 

Of all the charms that wit and beauty . 

« The hero's guerdon, and his ſoft retreat, 
x Yielding content, in kelds and ſenates loſt, 


« Thy glories now are level'd low in earth; 
« No longer beauty doth hy bow'rs adorn; 
No more thy woods reſbu ad the voice of n 
« The laurel from thy victor brow is torn! 


« But thou whoſe boſom fortign ſorrow heaves, 


« Whoſe heart the white-rob'd fugitive receives, 
« When forc'd by awful rigour from her Cakes { 


« The ſcourge of vice; the good man's deſtiny, 


« The wreck of fortune; and the waſte of eas; 


The miſeries thou mourneſt thou ſhalt ſee, 


Sad conſolation, granted to thy tears. ? 


« Shrouded from every eye my mould'ring aut! 
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Whoſe eyes can ſtream for anguiſh not thine own 5 


( 158 | ) 


Now on the ſummit of a cloud-built height 
Methought I ſtood: and from an opening glade 
With fault'ring ray gleam'd forth a magic light, 


And round the plain in lambent circles play d. 


Sudden the ground with inbred motion ſhook, 
A ſolemn murmur ruſtled thro”: the trees; 

And on the pebbled ſhore the ſurging brook _ 
Daſh'd angry waves, unconſcious of a breeze | 


Dædalian myſtery ! from the parted ſoil, 
A labyrinth roſe to ſounds of melting note; 
A moment's labour mocking all the toil - 
Of nation's old, and monarchs long forgot. 


Hi gh over-arch'd in ſummer's gayeſt weed, 
Mæand' ring alleys form the wond'rous maze, 
And puzzle moſt when beſt they ſeem to lead 


The untaught foot, * n ſtrays. 


bowl in a vale i jnapernious to all tread, . ; 
Save by a flower-hid path, a grotto. food; - 
And ancient oaks their foliage round it ſpread, _ 


Gn. their tops the eg wood, 


| And nature ſporting, with a laviſh hed: 3 

Ĩlhis little ſpot in gay profuſion. be, 1 
With every wanton variation plan'd, 

Luxuriant fancy yielding but to take, ; 


Here 


(- 159 ) 
Here on the brink of a pellucid ſtream; |) 1 
Circling in eddies- o'er its moſs- grown —. A 
here ever and anon a quiv'ring denn, ge e 


Piercing the covert, on the ſur face 4 F 


| 4 beauty lay, ſurpaſſing all the train 
Of virgin Delia, or Idalia's queen 
| Or what of dryads poets ſweetly ſei nnn 
On Ida, or Theſſalian Oeta ſen 20 bery 


And by her ſide a form imperial u N wy p 
With roſes, and with myrtle teln, end, | 
The wither'd laurel caſt in ſcorn away, il; 9091 
The pomp of war in Lydian akute dr d ung beds 


The little loves that flutter'd on the bonghs; 7465”. 
ln grateful bondage did their limbs entwine, 

And ſtrove to join them tlofer chan their vows, . 
With woodbine fweet, and twiſted eplantine.''' 1» 


But weak all bonds when thoſe of en en 3 ee 
The monarch ſated, left the flowery bed | 1 a 
Nor griey'd to ſee the maid his loſs bewalll. 

Nor mingled parting” tears with thoſe ſhe ſhed, | 


Now ſwift advancing to the guilty: n e 94 fry bits Bio? 
With frantic ſtep the injur'd queen drew ag pil! 441 ig”! 

And arm'd for vengeance ſeiz'd the fatal hour, 
Whew all things _ but rage and En W 
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Each eager hand a deadly weapon fill d. 


A pointed dagger, and a poiſon'd bowl ; 5 
My ebbing blood her mad demeanor chill'd, 
And anguiſh uxalley'd pft d my foul. . 


Ah ftop, inhuman ! with a fault'ring tongue, 
And 1narticulate voice as-in a dream . 
T cry'd ; and ſtrait the rattling thunder rung. 
And livid lightnings in the welkin gleam! 


No more the mazy grove, or bow'r appear'd, 
But all around a waſte and barren plain; 
'The ſcatter'd trees of leaves and branches bar'd, 


And blanch'd by frowning winds and beating rain. 


And DIS frickin hideous wander'd there; ; 
And ruthleſs envy, and relentleſs hate, 


With ſnaky locks, and ſhrivel'd boſoms bare, 


Whilſt lurking felons on their motions wait. 


And ſoon the landſcape ſhifting like a cloud, 
To leſs'ning diſtance bore the helliſh crew ; 
Now twang in fainter ſounds their yellings loud, 
Now vaniſh'd quite; a milder ſcene I view. - 


Of checquer'd light and ſhade, a ſober dawn, 
Faint thro” a lingering vapour did diſcloſe, _ 

A hamlet ſeated on an open lawn, oY 
And from each roof the pillartd ſmoke aroſe - 


Fo 


For 


N 


5 ( 


For now with frequent challenge, had the fo 6 = 5 
His rivals menacing, awak'd the ſwain; 
Now in the pen impatient bleats the flock, 77 
And ruddy ſtreaks the horizon diſtan. 


The crouching dog the moon no longer bays, = | 


But ftretch'd ſupine upon the ſocial hearth _ | 


He lies, rejoicing 1n the crackling blaze, 
Whilſt Tas, my ay the moiſt' ned earth. 


Whilſt to the ſtrain of rural min, 
A band forth iſſuing to a neighb'ring hill 
Welcom'd the morn with decent jollity, 
And all the air their youthful carrols fill. 


With unſkilbd hands : a ſimple crown they wove- 
Of vervain, and the never-fading bay; 

And rais'd a throne within a rude alcove ; 
10 285 the nt of the Britiſh lay. 


Old Cons, wh in agb, unequal yerſe, 

Sung quaint alluſion and facetious tale; 

And ever as his jeſts he would rehearſe, 
Loud _ of laughter echo'd thro' the vale. 


And eager gapꝰd the ruſtic lining . 5 hs 
And ſtill their joy and laughter they renew; , 


And warlike barons, ſoften'd by the ſong, 


From loud alarms to mute attention drew. 
Vor. II. M 


But 
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( 
But ſhort- livꝰd pleaſure ſoon to ſorrow chang d, 
For melody a ſigh, for mirth a tear; 


And now the ſwains in ſolemn order rang'd, 
Surround the bard extended on his bier. 


What tho? ſucceeding poets, as they ſire, 
Revere his mem'ry, and approve his wit ; 


Tho? Spencer's elegance and Dryden's fire, 


His name to ages far remote tranſmit ; 


His tuneleſs numbers hardly now ſurvive, 
As ruins of a dark and gothic age ; 

And all his blithſome tales their praiſe derive, 
From Pope's immortal ſong, and Prior's page! 


Again, quick riſing thro? the tufted green, 
'Turrets and lofty battlements aſcend ; 

Trees half obſcuring columns, intervene, 
And real boughs with ſculptur'd fruitage blend. 


And arched windows ſhine with torches clear, 
Soothing the wanderer. A deluſive home 
And buſy crouds of miniſters appear, 
- Doeking with Jocund haſte a feſtive room. 


| And now of ſprightly FREY and damſels gay, 


A wanton bevy at the board was ſet, 
And all intent they ſeem'd on am'rous play, 
For kindling glances, kindling glances met. 


BE. 6; ) 
Their volant fingers o'er the chorded lyre, 
With modulating touch the artiſts ply; 


Purſuing ſtill to animate deſire, 
Strains that in thrilling undulations die. 


And every cheek with deep ſuffuſion glow'd, \ 
Denoting thought inflam'd, and troubled breaſt, 
And paſſion, in ſeducing ſighs avow'd | 

Mutual, yet ſtill by decency repreſt. 


But ſoon exceſs to madding riot led, 
Enſuing meaning jeſt, and licence bold; 
Till comely order from the banquet fled, 
_ Alkam'd the laſtful orgies to behold. 


A AY exalted high aboys the reſt; 

In bad pre-eminenct conſpicuous ſhone; 

And blind ſubmiſſion to his lewd beheſt, | 
Unrival'd lewdneſs from them all had won. 


And deeply was he ſill'd in wanton lore, 
With fertile thought ſuggeſting every art, 
To make impurer, fires impure before, 
Tainting at once the manners and the heart. 


Pleaſing proportion, youthful beauty's aid, 
And bland complacency and winning ſmile, 
And wit diffuſive tempting to perſuade, —_ 
Maintain'd his pow'r, and held him in the Wa. 5" 
5 „ Ah! 
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Ah! why ſhould nature in an angel dreſs, 
To lure with ſeeming worth unwary eyes, 


Conceal rank thoughts and groſs voluptuouſneſs, 


Too apt to poiſon without virtue's guiſe ? 


Pride of thy country Wilmot, and her ſhame! 
By every grace adorn'd and muſe inſpir'd ; 
Thy early fall how pitied! and thy name, 
How much deteſted, and how much admir'd! 


| Yet muſt unbiaſ#d poſterity admit, 


For all thou wrot' and acted'ſt to atone, 


Thy failings were the age's, but thy wit, 


Thy parts and dying penitence, thine own. 


| But now prevailing o- er the hubbub wild, 


The clanging trumpet kindles great claim 
And all around are warlike trophies pil'd, 
And crouds triumphant echo. Churchill's fame. 


And thronging ſenates in the glorious ane, 

Repell'd oppreſſion, liberty maintain'd, 

Accord with gratulant vote the loud . ; 
The faireſt prize by Bricuh valour — 


Who yy ave and 3 l relief, 
High- fated monarchs grateful homage pay, 


And fulgent honours crown the matchleſs chief, 


And verſe harmonious, never to decay: 


CY 
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And humbled Gallia kneels with diſtant awe, 
Her generals baſed, and her warriors ſlain ; 
No more to dictate but receive the law. 
No longer to impoſe but wear the chain 


But venom'd faction ſpreading o'er the land, | 
Too ſoon forgets the mighty debt to owe ; 
And envy ſtretches out her lurid hand, 
| The victor's mecd to blaſt and eme 


And yet unfiniſh'd ſtands the votive 5 ; 
By all his toil and all his danger bought ; 
When juſt reſentment calls him far from home, 
Reviſiting the fields where late he fought, 


In vain auſpicious Brunſwick's happy reign, 
Blunting the ranc'rous point of party ſtrife, 
Reſtores the hero to his friends again; 
Too late to chair the dregs of lengthned life! 


The lofty column and the voice of praiſe, 


In vain proclaim him great, and juſt, and brave; 85 


Tardy repentance merit ill repays, 
Unheard, — in the filent grave! 


In conqueſt POR] and alike in fats, 
Rome's mounting genius, godhke Scipio Good; 
And prop'd by worth and dignity innate, 
Contemn'd the venal cenſure of the eroud. 
M 3 
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Yet once again the viſionary ſcene, - 
Ductile, for ſorrow ſocial beauty yields; 

A temp'rate ſunſhine and an air ſerene, 
Foſt ring the upland downs and level fields. 


And tepid ſhowers bedew the frolic herd, 
Bounding in gameſome meaſure o'er the lea, 
With daifies crimſon-tipt, and green parterr'd, 

And ſhadowing fragrance drops from every tree; 


The wide expanded proſpect gently clos'd, 
On viſto'd walks leading to high arcades ; 

Each waving copſe in ſymmetry diſpos d, 
Points to the terras cape with colonnades. | 


And more remote the cloiſter'd wings confine, - 
In architecture elegant and juſt, | 

A portall'd front where niches deep inſhrine 
The marble ſtatue, and the gilded buſt 


Unfoldipg wide the hoſpitable port 
On ready hinges, to the ſearching eye 
Reveals unblemiſh'd childhood's harmleſs ſport, 
| And placid parents ſtand delighted by. 


For here dnl of the call of ſtate," 
The ſmile of favour, or the voice of power; 

In tranquil pleaſure, even and ſedate, 

Great Churchill's heir enjoy'd the waſting hour, 


And 


- e 
And beaming rapture gliſtned on his brow, 


And glad dependants ſhare their patron's joy, 


No frowns their heart-bred tranſports dilallow, 
OY worth in ſervitude's Ke | 


Such charms hath innocence ! ſach virtues pride J 


From ſtarry height her ſacred powers deſcend, 
The gariſh pomp of grandeur to deride, 
And 6 40 fortunes 1 ee amend. 


A day he fouriſh'd i in the peaceful ſoit, 
Another ſaw him on the hoſtile ſtrand, 

Guiding the thunders of the white-cliff'd iſle, 
Ambition's waſteful rapine to withſtand. 


To match his great progenitor in war, 
Elate with hope, his gen'rous boſom om 
But inauſpicious twinkled every ſtar, 


And heaven 1 * bis wiſhes —_ 1 


Too high 3 in every W Gs to FORE 
In peace a pattern, and a Chief in blood; 


The gods to each a ſeparate path aſſign, 
But he alone is great who's truly good. 
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O N fake liberty, deſcend __. 

To tune my harp, and guide my hand, 
Thy ſacred ſiſter with thee . „ 
She too ſhall aid me, as I ling, | 
And every Briton's breaft engage as vie; 
With well-becoming zeal, and kindle honeſt ge, 


Daughter of royal Brunſwick's 1 

Great Anna, * more than half divine, 
Thou too, the happy theme e 29 

So ſhall I ſtrike the golden lyre TO 
With manly force, and raiſe my voiſte 
Above a common n if thou e My choice, _ An 


Britannia hail! hail 3 aller {ths if 
Where joys inhabit, pleaſures ſmile ;. 
Great nurſe of heroes, ſeat of charms, _ 
Supreme in arts, and firſt in arms, 
Queen of the ſeas, and diſtant trade 


Ariſe majeſtic nymph, and ſhew BY awful bead. 
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t Princeſs of 98 
| Ambitious 
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Ambitious Cæſar ſaw thee fair 

(What will not proud ambition dare 5 

And ftrait he courts thee as his own, 
Fond to poſſeſs thy ſplendid throne, 
Albion ſubmits, tho? not to chains, 

hut es erer uncontroul'd th? n virgin reigns, 


The Roman ola ſhrunk his head, 

Before th' invited Saxons fled ; 

Aſpiring nations ſhook her ſtate 

(Dread conſequence of being great,) 
Wild heptarchy began her reign, 4 3's 
Till over aw'd ſhe * her Peer to the Dane, 7 


Awhile in ignorance ſhe lays" | 

The pagan worlds obſcur'd her day: 

The Goths a wild barbarian train, 

And ſavage Vandals ſweęp her plain: 
Soon of herſelf thro? clouds ſhe ſhone, © 
And brighten'd once again a ſtrong meridian ſun. 


The royal Alfred greatly born, 
Britain to govern and adorn, 
His kingdom's honour, ſubje&”s good, 
This well preſer “d, that underſtood, | 
Courted Aſtræa to his throne _ For 
Oppreſſion ſunk diſarm'd, nor more his people groan, x 4 


The 


We firſt were taught to learn divine Aſtronon 


(. 290"): 

The happy prince nor reſted here: 
His ſhips to diff rent regions fteer, 

And in Britannia's lap unlade 

The ſweet reward of gainful trade; ' 

Far diſtant India's burning ſhore 

Beheld his floating ſtrength, and wonder'd at his power. 


Commerce advance! by heaven defigtd dt 
To poliſh, and enrich'mankind;z _ 

Old Maja's daughter, Albion's care, 
Advance, and breath thy native air! 

| Here dwell, and fix thy ſweet reſort, 0 
Nations ſhall hither flock, to pay their eager court. 


Thou gav'ft to hidden knowledge birch, Ly 
By thee, the limits of the earth Fax 
Greatly enlarg d, ſhow d worlds nen 
The frigid, and the torrid zone 1 
Guided and influene'd by thee, 


To thee her filk rich Perſia brings, 


The proud magnificence of kings, 


Arabia's ſpice, and India's mine 
Peru's vaſt golden womb is ns e 
Behold the coſtly pillars riſe 505 


And fvell thy lofty ſeats, ad temples to the flies,” 0 beh 


Seated 


Seated along th*Aonian ſpring 
No more the vocal fiſters ſinn gn 17 
Oxford the ſeat of learning no/ 
Crowns with her bay Apollo's brow 1 
Again refreſhing ſcience ſtreams, _ 
Peonian Phoebus be, ſends forth his warmer 5 


Next Cambrblge rear'd her awful head 
Whence arts, from Daniſh arms had fled, 
Virgil and Homer here retir d.,. 
And pleas'd her ſtudious ſons inſpir'd, 
Philoſophy ſhone heavenly bright, 

The thickning clouds diſpers'd, and all was wondrous _ / 


' Favour'd of god here Newton aw, 5 
Errors, obſcuring nature's law, 
He ſaw, and clear'd the gloomy way, 
And ſhew'd mankind eternal day, 
He ſhew'd, and worlds beheld with j joy 
Labours which diſtant time, nor envy ſhall deſtroy. 


Innately bright the di'mond ſhines, 
Tho? deep conceal'd in n mines, 
The lapidary's nicer art 
Luxuriant flames on every part, 
Till then, falſe jewels we admire 
$hold their tinſel blaze, and artificial fire. 


(in 
Prieſts thus with ſhew, enſlav'd the mind, 
To ſhew, the human eye inclin'd; 
To papal power our princes bend. 
Nor ſee the errors they defend," + 
While monkiſh artifices long 046 46:19 
5 DazuPd implicit worlds, and led a deen eg. 


Religion weinbjad: at ein crimes, 120450 
But pleas'd, foreſaw ſucceeding times, 
Succeeding times when ſhe alone 
Shou'd govern Britain's royal a ; 
With undiſturb'd and downy reft, - i 
Baffled the ſons of Rome but all her children en. 


Edward, the 8 theme 3 5 
A glorious, and immortal plan! 
Skies azure- opening greet his day, 
The Reformation points the ina 
By reaſon, and by virtue led, 


Behold her beauteous form, and a mark her ſolemn tread! 


Not ſo imperious Mary 3 Fe 
Blind zeal again obſcur'd her blaze; 
Diſgrac'd, religion mournful m__ 4 
While perſecution ſmil'd in blood, 
Heav'n ſaw, enrag'd, the horrid b 
Shorten'd her tyrant n no more hr ſujet bleed. 
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Eliza ſhone WE weinte r 


And on her. throne reflected 3 18 37 . 5320 A 
Her royal brother's will maintain d. 


For this, the virgin princeſs reign'd, ien i e 
Reign'd moſt ſupremely wiſe and greet 
Ind neighb'ring realms nn and ſav d her Faking are 


When . dun i coaſts e N 
Eliza rais'd her mighty arm 
Her peoples darling, ſhe ſecure | 
smiling (of eaſy conqueſt ſure) t 1 E 
Quell'd like a Jove their giant rage, | 

er thunders burſt aloud, 1 nor dare the foe engage · 41 


As when the ſun darts forth his ende | 

Whence trembling light refulgent ſtreams, 

And kindly gladdens for a while, ee 
Alike adorns, and aids our toll. 
A ſudden cloud o' erſpreads his rays, 3 
eftroys our — _— and dims our golden days. 


so, when clips d, Bliza's reign, 

And heaven recall'd the ſaint * t | 

Too happy to be long admir'd 33 
Wich her, our ſhort · liy' d bliſs wade: 1/290 bf 
Darkneſs returns, the light diſdains 

lo nine on a foul ſeries of inglorious reigns. 


74 
Thou awful ſhade of Pope, inſpire, 
And give expreſſion to my lyre! 
Lend harmony to every line, 
= And teach my verſe to flow like thine! 
| Maria's wond'rous charms Fd fing, 
Woud'ſt thou, lov'd _ dictate to the ver ftring. 


Once 


Her William ſaw Britannia's grief 
- And ſwift he flew to her relief, 
- With noble reſolution draws 
| The ſword vindictive, in her cauſe;. 
The glorious cauſe demands his ſword, - 


Religion once again, and liberty reſtor'd. by 1 
| With horror, he beheld the ſtate 
Oppreſs'd beneath the papal weight, 
| L He kindled not war's fiercer flame | 
| But like a guardian angel came, 4 
(Britannia's beſt and ſureſt friend) 5 
| e- 


To ſave the fading honour's of a groaning land. 


The grand event, the bold deſign 
Th' immortal taſk; Naſſau, were thine; 
The Britiſh lion rous'd by thee | 
Firſt broke his chain, and dard be free, | 
The royal line of great Naſſau''- | 
Was ſent mankind by heaven to keep the world in awe. An 


Th 
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The dark horizon clear'd again, E e 
And ſhone propitious on his rein,, 
Fair liberty aſſum'd her ſeat, e. 
And cruſh'd oppreſſion. at her feee: 
Religion triumph'd, Albion ſmiles | 


Inſpir'd by heaven, the wiſe Naſlau 7 

Her riſing greatneſs well foreſaw 

Riſing ſrom royal Brunſwick's care, 
Brunſwick by ſenates.mark'd his . = 
Britons rejoicing ſhout applauſe, 

by him ſecur d our faith, our property, our laws, 


But firſt our powerful mnt obey 
Illuſtrious Anne thy eaſy ſway, 


- Beheld with grief his legions fall, | 
They fell, for Malbro* drew the ſword, _ 
Pre-eminent in arms, victorious, and ador'd. 


Gallia beholds with treacherous eyes 
Sophia's high-born offspring riſe 

To glory, empire, and renown, - e 
Deck'd with Britannia's glitt'ring crown, 
Again the dar'd the iſle engage, 

Aud ſtir inteſtine war, and raiſe ſeditious rage. 


Once more the firſt of . again the queen nd ie, 


Check'd by thy pow'r,Anſulting Gaul Se) 


* 


| 80 liberty „and George, and Britons ſhou'd be W 


( 176 ) 
The ranc'rous hate of France, in vain 
Threatens Mavortian Brunſwick's reign, 
Guardian of liberty and peace, 
He bids rebellious diſcord ceaſe, 
The injur'd monarch ſoon forgives, | 
And by his nod, again th' offending rebel lives. 


With diſtant conqueſts, he extends 
The throne, his royal ſon aſcends ; 
Imperial dignity and grace 

Serenely ſmile upon his face, 
Brunſwick to martial honour bred, 
Governs, by virtue counſell'd, and by glory led. 


Trade, arts, and ſcience flouriſh here 
And bleſs each fair revolving year ; 
Gay-ſmiling plenty reigns around, 

And golden harveſts load the ground 


While Brunſwick, Travan $ rights maintains 
And fights her cauſe on Flandria's plains, 
Proud Gallia treacherouſly brave 
Calls coward treaſon from her cave, 
Tho? Agincourt and Blenheim tell 
How all her valour ales and boaſting _— fell, 


„ Fam'd 


The 
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Fam'd Dettingen tin reeks with blood 
Where like a god great Brunſwick n * 
Triumphant fame on ſilken wing RI 
Rode ſmiling on before the king, 
Like Mars he ſhook the pointed ſpear 
The Gauls retreat, and all theit battle ſhrunk with fear. 
F 
Tremendous Fro and horror ſtride 
Cloſe by intrepid William's fide, + 
William, he bled;'and ſoldiers griey'd d 
* Revenge (they cry) the wound receir'd Ti 
Bright Venus mourn'd her fav'rite care 
And quick. he bid hoy nymphs the een arage prepare: 


The W goddeſs ſtood confeſt 
As when Eneas' wound ſhe dreſt: 
Her weeping nymphs around her wait, | 
Impatient for the prifice's fate j/ 
With healing herbs, and balmy fweety” 
The Dionœan queen the cannon's rage 44 } e 


That dare their country's laws oppoſe 1 e 3G 
Their lives and fortunes not their own M b 
But giv'n in merey from — 770 > wi . 
Do they, ungrateful men, preſume 5 E 


To act the {heme of France, or play the part of Rome,” 


'd res; II. | N Diſcord 


. 


Diſcord and horror ſtalk along 1555 ; 
With pale rebellion in the throng, 
Bellona ſtains the purple field, | 
And Mars diſplays his brazen ſhield, 
William his brother god appears, 
To curb the trait'rous war, and eaſe Britannia's fears. 
He comes, the hero comes, and ſtrait 
Conſcious rebellion knows her fate; 
His troops with manly rage inſpir'd 
Ruſh on, by his example fir d; 
His name ſtrikes terror to the foe 
Precapttate they fly, nor wait th — blow. 


Brave Huſke and Hawly ftrive in vain 
To animate th' embattled plain | 
Train'd up in arms, the warriors fly 
From rank to rank, reſolv'd to die, 
Or conquer, in their country's cauſe, 
But heaven to Cumberland decrees the crown'd applauſe 


1 worthleſs ſlaves, and wear the FE 
Of punick France, and haughty Spain, 
Blinded by Rome, your ruin court, 

And be your very maſter's ſport, 
Like Cain roam, of bliſs bereft, 


No clime, 1 no country . no friendly melter left, 


Shall 


No 


0% 
Shall Gauls iinfult the wide domain, 
When Neptune views them with difdain ? 
Shall they with dark invaſive ſchemes 
(The mere reſult of idle dreams) 
Threaten Britannia's guarded ſhore | 
Nor dread the angry god, nor fear his cannon's roar ? \ 


Proud boaſters hence, and learn to know © 

Our Albion dreads no foreign foez _ 

Her fleets but afk propitious pales 5 

But aſk, and conqueſt wells her falls; 

France ſtrikes the flag, our colours near, EET 
Whitens her golden flowers, and ſhrinks with coward fear, 


Britons united by their laws, 
Can never ſwerve from freedoms cauſe; 
Bleſt in great George we guard his reign, 
And Gallic inſolence diſdain; 
Well may we guard th' imperial throne 
Which ev“ 'ry Briton's voice, and virtue mage his on 


FX al as a 5 behold kim "ON | 
Expreſs his ſoft paternal care, 
Mercy fits inourning on his face, 
To tee ſeverer law take place; 
And while febellious ſubjects die, 
Sighs ſwell his my _— and tears his  pityiag TY 


N 2 „ Such 


ene 


Such Brunſwick is who rules our land, 
Such is the monarch we defend, 
Bleſſing and bleſs'd! (a mutual good. 
By Britons only underſtood) | 
Late may he England's ſcepter wield, 
Protect our laws at home, and guard us in the eld. ; 


A long illuſtrious race of kings, 
From Frederick and Auguſta ſprings, 
This Brunſwick views with joyous eye, 
And knows in them, he ne'er ſhall die; 
: He ſees his royal offspring ſmile, | 
The grace of future worlds, and honour of their iſle, 


v0 gx XOX 5 
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UL many a tedious hour, with care oppreſt 
Stretch'd on my weary bed, I wakeful lay, 
Sad troublous thoughts, like hornets, ſtung my breaſt, 
And bruſht the dews of balmy ſleep away. 
Ah! what avails, I cry'd, with painful toil, 
By virtue's ſtedfaſt ſtar the bark to guide, 
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Far from u Acraſia's wily-wandring iſle, 0 
Where eaſe and pleaſure the frail heart aides 1 
If life's ſhort voyage undiſtinguiſh'd tends 98881 
To darkneſs, and the land where all forgotten ends? 


Shall worth lie hid in ſorrow's baleful ſhade 2 
And no reward ſhall ſuff ring goodneſs find, 
While vice triumphant lifts her pamper'd head, 
x Nor hears the ſteps of vengeance cloſe behind? _ 
Then take me pow'r of beauty, to thy arms, 
And lull, ah lull to peace my troubled ſoul! 
' Diſcloſe O god of wine, thy purple charms, * 
TY drown reflection in the mantling bowl! 
'Gainſt wind, and tide, let Stoic dulneſs fail, 
de mine the calmeſt IG 0 nn 8 en e 


Penſive I 525 ill roſe the bluſhing morn, 
And ſpread her ſaffrof mantle o'er the ſkies; | 
When pitying Morpheus ſhook his opiate horn, 
And ſlumbrous humours drown'd my weary'd eyes: 
Vet fancy ſtill awake, to ſooth my pain, 17 
Sweet ſcenes of joy in livelieſt hue pourtray d; 
She call'd forth all her bright ideal train, 
And pleaſing truths in myſtic dreams convey'd :: 
Oh fail me not, thou fair enchanting pow'r, | 
At forrow's grim approach, and care's diſtreſsful hour! 


u Spenſer's Fairy Queen, Book IT, N 
n Antecedentem ſceleſtum deſeruit pena, Hor. 
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Born thro? the yielding air, methought. I gew 
To ſome more bliſsful clime, ſequeſterd far 


From this frail world, that juſt appear'dto. view, 


Like the faint glimm' ring of a diſtant ſtar. 
Deep in the ſea's encircling wave ' twas plac'd, 
As gems in ſilver; hoary ocean ſmil ed 
Chear'd with the pleaſing fight ; and Y from his. breaſt 
Sent his ſweet children, breezes freſh and mild: 5 
No clouds nor darkneſs, veibd the chearful ſeene, 


Lo to the weſt a large and ſpacious plain, 


Where meet in concert, wood, and hill, and _ 


Brighter than all that muſe- led poets frign 


Of Ida's grove, and: 'Fempe's hallow' d ka: 
Tho? Peneus there revolves his 2 amber ſtream, 

And ſuppliant Daphne ſpreads. her branching arms; 
Still trembling left the ſun's prolific beam, | 

Too fiercely, wanton, blaſt her virgin charms : 
Would*ſt thou eſcape? Go, coy relentleſs. maid, _ 


Go chuſe ſome N meas ſome leſs luxurious. F iy 


There las groves, EY Ciiding. with ebe 
From her fair womb ene bing; | 


Y Eos {OX LP VET EL 1 aupas refimpt o. pind. 


2 ANN vp. Callin, —Amnis purior electro, Virg. 


Where 


„ 
Where percht on every bough, all richly dight 
With painted plumes, ſome * harmleſs ſiren ſings: 
Pleas'd with the wild notes Zephyr flits unſeen, ach 
And on his muſky wings the ſound conveys ; | 
While trickling ſoft, each varying pauſe between, 
The murm'ring riv'lets roll their filver bafe ; 
Winds, waters, birds in ſeemly ſort agree, 
And am'rous echo blgnds the liquid melody. 


Nor there alone was charm'd one ſcanty ſenſe J 
The loaded trees ambroſial fruitage bear; 
| The ® weeping ſhrubs their ſpicy gums diſpenſe, 
Whoſe fragrance freſh imbalms the buxom air; 
Thouſands of flow'rs their filken webs unfold, 
Amaranths, immortal amaranths ariſe, | 
| Theſe beaming bright with © vegetable gold, 
And theſe with azure, theſe with Tyrian dies; 
There laughing ſweetly red the roſes glow, _ 
Where from their breathing ſouls celeſtial odours flows 


But hark, a voice ſoft-warbling ſtrikes my ear! 
„ Behold, O man, fair virtue's ample meed ; 
« Behold theſe radiant plains, this ſtar-girt ſphere, 
« By righteous Jove her portion are decreed! 


2 Nemoris firen, innoxia ſiren. Strada's Nightin, 
d Flet tamen, et tepidæ manant ex arbore guttæ. Ovid, Met, 
© Abbtua d xproe Pays. Pind. e 
| NN. „ Mould 
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6% Mould not, ah mould not then in idle cell, 
« But ftrive theſe rapt'rous manſions to attain z 
% Here all the wiſe, the brave, the virtuous dwell, 
« Eternal ages 4 free from care, and 1 
c Here in Elyſian ſeats, their calm abodes, : 
„Live in communion bleſt*, with heroes, and with gods! 


Eaſtward to this methought a diff rent 8 
Ofequal beauty, charm'd my raptur'd ſight: 
Wide ſpacious lawns with ſwelling hills between, 
And groves of bliſs, and gardens of delight. 
There lotes, and palms their copious branches twie 
And over-arching form delicious bow'rs ; 
There guſh nectareous rills of dulcet wine, 
And honey'd ftreams revolve their milky ſtores; 
Freſh bleeding myrrh, and caſſia ſhed perfume, . 
Ananas ſwell with ſweets, and wild pomegranates bloom. 


Faſt by a fount f, whoſe ſpicy waters glide 
In am'rous mazes, on the velvet ground 
With bluſhing flow'rs all goodly beautify 'd, 
A ſmiling troop of virgins dance around ;- 


1 Adarxpuy ?, . Pind, 
* II py Tipior; Oxy. _ Ibid, 
f Called by the Arabic writers Zenzebil, and eee * Mahomet to 


all the faithful. 


Fairer : 
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Fairer than Delia's filver-buſkin'd train, '' 
When erſt, Ladona, by thy lillied'banks, 
Or cool £ Eurota's laurel-fringed plain, 
To breathing lutes they tript in ſeemly ranks; 
And fairer, Cypris, than thy wanton quire, 
That melt the ſoul to love, and kindle fierce deſire. 


Their eyes b, like pearls within their ſhells conceal'd, - 
Beauteous and black; their lips with rubies vye; 
On their fair cheeks, with white and red anneald, 
What thouſand dimpling ſmiles in ambuſh lie! 
See, ſee they point to yon embow'ring ſhade, 
Where cool gales fan their odorif'rous wings, 
And Flora's freſheſt, ſofteſt couch is ſpread ; 
The whiles ſome one this lovely ditty fings ! 
Thro' all my veins what thrilling tranſport flex 
To hear the nectar'd dee dropping like honey'd dew! 


10 Haſte, gentle tak for lo, the way is plain! ThE Ly 
* Haſte, gentle youth, and hear the prophet's call! 
2 « Theſe are the joys that true believers gain, ; 
Immortal joys, that never know to pall. 
* Come then, ah come thy weary limbs recline 
1 On ſilken beds of roſes ſweetly ſtrow d, 


© —— In Eurote ripis 5 
Exercet Diana choros © 
b See Sale s Koran, m—_— the $6. 


«© Where 
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« Where to thy touch compliant bows the vine, 
„ All faint, and lab'ring with the luſcious load; 
Where nymphs of paradiſe their charms reveal, 
6 And with their am'rous ſpoils thy * 25 regale! 


She ceas'd — and molten with exceſs of joy, | 
Voluptuous hope was buſy in my breaſt : 

When 10 ſwift-darting from th' extremeſt ſky, 
With feraph-plumes, an angel ſtood confeſt! 

A pure immortal erown adorn'd her head, 
Of gold inwove with jewels; in her hand 

The book of life, and mercy was diſplay d, 
With ruddy drops of dying martyrs ſtain'd ; 

Her cagle-eyes were quick, and paſſing bright, 

Yet beam'd ſerene, and mild, with heav'n's celeſtial light. 


« And O fond fooliſh man,” ſhe cry'd, © forbear 

« [dly to glote on forms fo light, and vain! 
« What are theſe jocund ſcenes, but empty air, 
The fleeting coinage of a phrenzy'd brain? 
« Vet ev'n in theſe, as! darkly thro' a glaſs, 

« Some faint, ſome glimm'ring view. the eye may gam 
«« Of thoſe unmingled joys, that far ſurpaſs 

Whate'er of bliſs the wit of man can feign ; 

» Thoſe pure delights, that flow in ſtreams divine, 
Where thy imperial tow'rs, O heav'nly Salem, ſhine! 


i x Cor, xiii, 12. 


For 


(6 
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« For know, my ſon, that they whoſe worth is awd ' 
« As gold by fire, by great and virtuous deeds, 

“Soon as the carnal fetters are unty'd, + © 
« That chain the ſoul, and ſtript theſe mortal weeds 

„ Haply ſhall ſoar, in robes of glory clad, | 
To heav*nly manſions, bright abodes, 8 

« k Ere the foundations of the deep were laid, 
« Ort ie firm pillars of the earth were e ai, 

« F're God his golden compaſſes employ'd, | 

And markt this beauteous world on chaos dark, and void. 


« There mall they live, 0 TIO 3 pirits! 
There ſhall they hve remov'd from all the cares, 
« And thouſand älls, that feeble fleſh inherit? 
«© No greedy want, nor wayward luſt, that tears 
« With vip'rous rage the breaſt from whence it ſprung - 
c Their deep-emboſom'd peace ſhall e*er torment; | » 
« But hymning ſweet, the angel troops among, 
Their undiſturbed lays of pure content, 
« The ſmiling hours immortal ſhall employ, 
In trance —_— or Extacy of 3 Joys If 80 


« Then n ſhall 3 "Her 4 flms a nd 

« With lightning-glance unmeaſur'd ſpace behold; | 
« And all the thouſand. ſtars, that pave the floor 

« Of heav'n, wind orient peach or ""_ gold; Ip 


| FE „Then 
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ce Then floating throꝰ the boundleſs deep of air, 
« An azure ſea, like gems of richeſt hue, - - 
% Myriads of worlds thick- ſcatter'd ſhalt appear, 
« With all their bright inhabitants to view; 
Their active minds ſhall traverſe, quick as thought, 
4 Creation's ample fields, the range *twixt God and+gought, 


« And oh what ſtreams of mufic ſweet, and clear, 
„ Shall drown in deep delight their raptur'd ſouls! - 

« Ay me, in vain to man's unpurged ear 

Their hea vnly notes each tuneful planet rolls! 

% Ay me, in vain with foftly-thrilling voice, 

<« 1'Thro* every land they hymn their maker's praife, 

« While choirs of young-ey'd cherubims rejoice, 
And to their golden harps re _ 

„ Attuning, holy, holy, holy, fing, | 

O Lord, n God, tho rages eternal king! 


60 


e But not in vain the tuneful nb OE 
To pure etherial ſouls their voice divine; 
Nor yet in vain their great creator's praiſe 
Do gladſome choirs of young-ey'd cherubs j join : 
<< No bleſſed ſp'rit but hears the ſacred fong, 
And wakes his lyre melodious part to bear 
« In the feet ſymphony ; while all the throng 
Of angels, and arch-angels, nay, the ear 


I Pfal. ds. 3, 4. 


& Of 


— 
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« Of God delighted liftens to the ſtrains.— 


« In heav'n, and heav*n-born minds ſuch ia ld 
*« reigns? TRICE” he TR 


« But NY ah ve 5 glowing tints be found 
To paint the charms of n Sion's ſacred place, 

Where Chriſt the lamb in radiance fits e 

. «© The e lively image of his father's grace? 
« O flow'r of love! O ? glorious morning ſtar! 
O 1 ſun of righteouſneſs, whoſe healing wings 
7 Brought life, and peace, and mercy from afar! 
From thee the light, thou beaming fountain, ſprings, 
„That guides poor mortals in their weary way, 
Thro' black affliction's night, to pleaſures endleſs day! 


« Jeſus !— and didſt thou leave thy bow'rs of joy? 
« And didft thou leave thy father's dear bene 

« Content with agonizing pangs to die 
“For man's forlorn, rebellious, ſinful race? 

« What. bliſs to hear the high myſterious ſtory z 
By all the prophets, all th' apoſtles ſun g, 
« Ant noble army' of martyrs, crown'd with glory; 

Where bleſt, the fix-wing'd ſeraphims among, 
They drink immortal, from thy rapt'rous fight, - 
6 Conceiveleſs * of love's ineffable n 0 


1 m ned l. 22. 5 * pla, ii. 0 | Heb. F 3. 64 
p Rev, xxii, 16. 2 "mg iv. 2, 


K 
« Hail ſaints of light! cho onde the patient train 
% Of filent ſorrow, throꝰ the thorny road 
“ Of mis' ry toil'd, and unappall'd by pain 
With pilgrim- feet the long, long journey trod! 
O taught by them, thou man of earth, ſuſtain 
% With firm unweary'd arm the dang'rous fight! 
«« The * prize of thy high-calling dare to gain, 
« Victorious palms, and robes of ſpotleſs white ; 
“So in t the book of life thy name ſhall ſhine, 
« And heaw'n's eternal; joys, and tranſport's all be thine.” 


Scarce had ſhe ſpoke, when that u cherubic car, 
Inſtinct with ſoul, and thoſe ſelf-moving wheels, 
'That whirl'd the holy ſage, from Chebar far, 
Appear'd my breaſt the ruſhing impulſe feels! 
I fee, I ſee thy glitt'ring turrets riſe, 
Celeſtial Salem, all of * lucid gold, 
Inlaid with gems of thouſand, thouſand dyes! 
And lo, the everlaſting gates unfold 
Their 7 doors of pearl, and o*er my aching fight 
Full tides of glory flow, and ſtreams of MAE 12 5 
" "i 
Of light ſurpaſſing far thy glimm'ring ray, 
(More TY more Clear, more en more divine 


T Phil, iii. 14. $ Rev, vii. 9. t Rev. iii, 5. 
v Beek. i, * Rev. xxi, 18, 19. Y Rey, xxi. 21. 
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Tho' dreſt by thee, O golden eye of day, 
In gaudy robes the ſparkling diamonds ſhine; 
Tho? yon fair moon to thee her luſtre owes, 
Gilding with borrow'd light the mountain's brow; 
And Iris ſteals from thee each tint, that wy 
In the gay forehead of the ſhow'ry bow : 
Faint is thy feeble blaze, O beauteous ſun ! b 
duch peerleſs —_ ene en an 


See thro? the A, 4 like quid jaſper PEI 
The fount of life in mazy error flows! | 
Thro' the bright ® cryſtal ſands of gold appear, 
And heaps of pearly grain; while blooming grows, | 
On either bank of dainty flow'rs profele, | 
The tree of life ſuperior o'er the reſt, 
Whoſe teeming branches nectar'd fruits 8 
Twelve various fruits of Wee taſte, 
From every leaf 4 falubrious dews exale, | 
And pure elixirs breathe in ev'ry W gale, 


Lo there, diffus'd along the facred brink, * 

Angelic choirs replete with love and joy, 
Conceive their God, and from his preſence drink 
Beatitude paſt utPrance . There they lie 
On flow'ring beds of balſam, caſſia, nard, 

And myrrh, a wilderneſs of rich perfumes ; 
* N ypvoras afipas RR Pb Soph. 5 
2 Rev, xxi, 11, Þ Ibid, © Rev, Xii. 2, 4 Ibid, 
LL e : Embalm'd 


. 


Embalm'd they lie, like that Arabian bird, 
Midſt od' rous ſhrubs, and incenſe- breathing gums, 
Whoſe life ſprings recent from the ſun- born fire, 
While clouds of ſpicy ſmoke in bluiſh wreaths aſpire. 


But ſpare, O ſpare me, heav'n !—my fainting ſoul 
Sickens with bliſs too great for mortal ſenſe! 
Come, o'er my limbs thy quick'ning waters roll, 
 Life-giving ſtream, and all thy balm diſpenſe ! 
And thou, fair tree, the ſource of all our woes, 

(That bloom'd fo fatal erſt in Eden's glade, 

Tranſplanted ſince to heav'n) thy friendly boughs 

Extend, and wrap me in the browneſt ſhade! 
O veil me from the lamb's too glorious fight, 
From ATT, 8 full blaze, ier 8 


Trembling 1 wale'd with ſweet exceſs of joy, ' 
And on the wings of ſleep, more ſwift than wind, 
Away the fickle, fond deluſions flyz _ | 
Vet leave their fairy-ſteps the trace behind: 0 
Hear then, ye ſainted myriads, from your ſpheres, ö 
And gently beam your kindlieſt influence down; 
Lift, lift my thoughts above life's groveling cares, 
To joys ſublime, and virtue's glorious crown! 
O guide my virgin-ſoul the high abode, 
To reach, the heav'n of heav'ns, where reigns th' eternal God! 
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BY THE SAME. 5 
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HY, gende gap "this OY delay, 
Since night, and dogs ee 7 : 
Oh hither uke thy ſtlent way, oy 
And ſooth, ah ſooth my ken pats! 
80 fall my hands for thee the wreath entwine, 
And ſirew om er At thy 1 votive ſhrine. 
indo pion e087 2908 Bins or 
When be dA Up And be, | 
The ſun witlidravs þis'ciedrfil light, 
And arm'd with Ahiftwind , Froſt" and 1 5 
The big clouds bring che half at's. ae 
Quick to their caves the Miv'ring natives tend. 
And hear without the r ſtorms wy by 
| 510 Zr ey ; (kt 5 
Then Meccht alot the Müggy bet ve 
To thee, indulgditpowr, they ey; wee 
Born on thy wings, With bee, 
The leaden' fobted moments fy ; N 
While fancy paints ſpring's viſionary Kiſs; | 
And calls the diſtant ſun to wake the qumbyring fow'rs 


ET Nor 


— —— äwGwb— 7 rLcU ̃˙ ˙* ll. 
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Nor yet is ſleep's ſupreme command 
Confin'd to theſe cold dreary plains 
O'er ſultry Lybia's boiling ſand 
This univerſal monarch reigns; 
And where with heat the ſable Indians glow, 

While freams of _ mew! Pn ether flow. 2 
We aad Faint the duſky faves : 
From cold Potoſi's mines retire, TT 2 
From rugged rocks, and allen cave, 
When ſcarce the panting lungs reſpire: 


'To Citron ſhades they take their penſive way, 


Or chaſe in jocund troops the Swe og 


Where bath'd i in WE winds their "ROO limb: | they 1 


The tyrant's voice, the Zalting chats, 
Th' uplifted ſcourge no more they fear, 
Deep ſiumbers drown the ſenſe of pain; 
And floating thro? the peopled air 
Ideal forms in pleaſing order riſe, c, 4 
And bright i Wuſions ſwim e their eyes 


. If; 
3-47 ws © 


Now Orellana's ne tide - 
With pliant arms they ſeem N 17 

1a ar 

Acroſs Muenca' 8 glaſſy wave; f 


? > N . 
3 * 


Thro? woods impervious to the ſolar ray. 


L . ; * . 4 
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0 ) 
Some gentle 7 by love betray'd, 
Recalls the joys he felt of old, 
When wand'ring with his ſable maid 
'Thro? groves of vegetable gold, 188 
He claſpt her yielding to his raptur'd breaſt, 
And free from guile his honeſt ſoul expreſt. Fob 
Sleep on, much-injur'd hapleſs ſwain, 
To curſe th' inſatiate thirſt of gain, 
And proud Iberia's © bloody fon! 1 


. , a * £5 1 dale 325 5 4 «25 . Th o TT; 
Old India's genius wept o'er millions ſain, 24 195 


And ſtreams of gore ran foaming to the main. 


But why to tragic ſcenes like theſe, 
Wilt thou, my reſtleſs fancy; rove ? 
Bear me to climes of downy eaſe, 1 

To climes that ſleep, and filence love: 

Whether the ſhades of Lemnos moſt invite, on ; 


Or dark CRAIG caves the fill abode of NL 5705 


FP ond fables all rue N god 

Is flown to Belgia's drowzy plains, 
There waves his Lethe-fprinkled rod, 
And linkt with kindred dulneſs reigns: 
Midſt ſtagnant pools, the bittern's ſafe retreat, 
Beſet with oſiers dank behold his gloomy ſeat! | 


0 Hernando Cortez, "aw the Hiſtory of the oon of Mexico REY 


Peru as. the es | 
6 0 2 


C108. 
His dwelling i is a ſraw-built ſhed, 
Safe from the ſun's too curious eye, | 
A yew-tree rears it's blighted head, 
And frogs and rooks are croaking nigh: ; 


Thro many a chink the hollow murm'ring breeze 
Sounds like the diſtant hum of ſwarming bees, 


And more to feed his ſlumbers ſoft, 

And lull him in his ſenſeleſs ſwoon, 

The hard rain beats upon the loft, 

And ſwiftly-trickling tumbles down : 

All livelier, ruder ſounds are baniſht far, 
The lute's ſhrill voice, and brazen throat of war, 


Hence let me woo thee, God of eaſe, 
Ah leave thy fav'rite haunt awhile, 
And bid the midnight hours to pleaſe, 
And bid the midnight gloom to ſmile ! 
Oh come, and o'er my weary limbs diffuſe | 
The ſlumbrous weight of fron oblivious dews! 


Bring too thy ſoft, enchanting dreams, 
Such as enamour'd Petrarch knew, 
When ſtretcht by Sorgia's gentle Areams 
Fair Laura's form his fancy drew ; 
| Oh ſee he woos the ſoul-diſfolving maid, _ 
And graſps with eager arms the nas bade, 


1 


„ 5 
At morn he ſung the tender tale, 
He ſung his Laura's matchleſs charms, 
And ev'ry tree, in Clauſa's vale,” 
Attentive breath'd love's ſoft Bums: Fuß 


Ev'n hoary monks full many a careleſs bead 
Have a and left their : aves bar! aut ad. 
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7 ESE, 
Ha NCE 5 my ſight, unfeeling gage, 
Hence, to thy lonely hermitage !— | 
There far remov'd from joy, and pain, 
Supinely llumberife aways 
Act o'er dull yeſterday again, 
And be thy morrow like to dax. 
f Reft tothy bones bo While to the gale 
_ Happier I ſpread my feſtive wing, 
And like the wand'ring bee exhale. 
Freſh odour's from life's honey'd ſpring ; / 
From bloom to bloom in pleaſing rapture ſtray, | 
Where mirth Invites, and pleaſure poi nts the WA - 


1 
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. 
| 1 2. 66] 
Fail ee virgin fair, and free, 
Of language mild, of aſpect gay, © 
| Whoſe voice the ſullen family 
Of care and diſcontent obey! - 
By thee infpir'd the fimpleſt ſcenes, . 
The ruſſet cots, the lowly glens, _ - 
Mountains, on whoſe craggy brow 
Nature's lawleſs tenants feed 
Buſhy dells, and ſtreams, that flow 
Throꝰ the vi'let-purpI'd mead, 
Delight; thy breath exalts the rich perfumes, 
That brooding o'er embalm the bean-flow'r field, 
Beyond Sabean ſweets, and all the ws 125 
The ſpicy deſarts of Arabia yield. 5 
* 
When the attic bird complains 
From the till, attentive grove, 
Or the linnet breathes his ſtrains, | 
Taught, by nature, and by love; 
Do thou approve the dulcet airs, - 
And harmony's ſoft, ſilken chain, 
In willing bondage leads our cares, 
And binds the giant-ſenſe of pain: 


VUntun'd by thee, how coarſe the long-drawn note, 


Spun from the lab'ring Eunuch's tortur'd throat! 


Harſh are the ſounds, tho' Farinelli ſings, 


| Hart are the ſounds, tho * Wares the ſtrings : 


Untouch'd 


4 199 5 
Untouch'd by thee; ſee' ſenſeleſs Florio fe 


And OY and gapes, and nods, and yamnsby 0 7 


II. 4. 
Oh pleaſure come and far, far hence 
| Expel that nun, indifference !— 
| Where'er ſhe waves her ebon wand, 
Drencht in the dull Lethean . 
Behold the marble paſſions Rand © 


Abſorb'd in everlaſting ſleep! "uh $57) 3.25354 \ 


Then from the waſte, and barren mind | 

The muſe's fairy-phantoms fly, 

They fly, nor leave a wreck behind if 

Of heaw n. deſcended poeſy: has ig 51 
Love's chrilling tumalts then are felt no more, 


Qeenche i is the n e dhe en thros are oY 


ymph, <a. 16a'R cid: 
The fair Dione's wanton choir, 
' While to thy blitheſt, ſofteſt ſong, 
Ten thouſand Cupids ſtrung the Nw "EY 


Aloft in air the cherubs play'd” not b a3 tat 


What time, in Cypria bete hase, 


Voung Adonis ſlumb'ring lay e £29! 


On a bed of bluſhing ſlow'rs, ati e * 
| Call'd tollfe by carly May. e 
And the roſy-boſom'd hours: © © 
The queen of love beheld her darling boy, 
Ip be r mood ſhe neſtled to his ſide, * Þ 
Denz | 04 | 
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And thus, to o melt his frozen mene. vel v5: F. 
Her wanton art ſhe gayly- ing TT Os... c Kot D 
| I-37 - Oer h 
From the Mu roſe, wet 5 %y Nat der if) The g 
And the lilly's op'ning belll. 12 55 | 
From freſh eglantine the drew_- 1 
Sweets of aromatie ſmell·!· 3 243 its ener 
Part of that honey next ſhe took - blugo! m 
Which 8 Cupid too advent'rous ſtole,,,.. . bad * 
When ſtung his throbbing: hand he hook, . 
And felt the anguiſh to his ſonll: 
His mother laught to hear the elf complain, K vor 
Yet ſtill ſhe pity'd, and reliev: 'd his Wien 5 
She dreſt the wound with halm of fay'reign. _ 
And bath'd hem ip the well of dear delight: 
Ah who would fear, to be ſo bath'd in bliſs, | But 
More agonizing ſmart, ang. deeper n than this? He 
| W She 
Her magic zone ſhe next unbound, . To 
And wav'd it in the air around: 
Then cull'd from ever-frolic WAS Hol 
That live in beauty 8 dimpled check, * 9010 / 
Such ſweetneſs as the heart beguiles, - 0 
And turns the mighty ſtrong to _— 5 t 1 
To theſe ambroſial dew ſhe join d. 
And o er the flame of warm Aale, 
* Theo, Eva. 10, 5 
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Fan'd by ſoft ſighs, love's gentleſt wind, 
Diſſolv'd, and made the charm entire; EE 
Oer her moiſt lips, that bluſh'd with heav'nly red, 
The graces friendly hand the bleſt ingredients . 
| III. 2. | 
| Adonis TT Yen — he ſaw the fair, 
And felt uuf tumults riſe; | 
/ heav'd with am'rous care, 
And humid languor veil'd his eyes! 
Driv'n by ſome ſtrong impulſive power 
He ſought the moſt ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
Where diffus'd, on Venus realy, - 
Firſt he felt extatic bliſs, 1 1 5 
Firſt her balmy lips he preſt, o 
And devouf' d the nevy made ks; . | 
But, O my muſe, thy tatt'ling tongue 1 
Her ſacred rites what mortal dares to tell? _ 
the crowns the ſilent, leads the blabbing ſwain ns 
To —_— deſires, and fears, 5 fey? rin lover $ hell, FI 
Change then, Greetels und of nine, 
Change the ſong, and fraught with * n 
String anew thy ſilyer twine, 
To the ſoſteſt, Lydian meaſures! 
My Cynthia calls, whoſe natal hour 
Th' affiſtant graces ſaw, and ſmil'dꝰꝰ 
Then deign'd this Cyprian charm to pour 
With laviſh bonuty! 0 er che child: f 


4; $4: 44 


Sithence 
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Sithence where'er the Siren moves along, 185 my wa : 


In pleaſing wonder chain'd is ev'ry tongue, 
Love's ſoft effuſion dims the aching eyes, 


| Love's ſubtleſt flame thro? ev'ry art'ry flies : 


Our trembling | limbs th' unequal pulſe betray, 


Wie gaze-in tranſport loſt—then faint, and die away. 


vdoceeeees ace ro 


ODE 0 * DESPAIR 


F FLY Tray g 
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AV E me * means my grilly ſhade, 


Her ſtony eye-balls ſtaring wide; Ee 


In foul, and tatter'd patches clad; vi! flung 13 


With dirt and gore, and venom ayes gal 
A burning brand ſhe whirls around, 

And ſtamps, and raves, and tears the growhd, 
And madly rends her clotted hair ; ; 


While thro? her cank*red breaſt are ſeen LOS 


Myriads of ſerpents bred within, 
The curſed ſpawn of ſelf-conſuming care! 
"9% I R436 CS rats FI - 4 
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Twas thus, h O poor ennie l nid? 
The sen land approdek\f eee, 


Þ Vide Muſeum * Ho xa ab, 


What 


10 


Ls a war % 


What time, in ſad misfortune's evil hour, 

The faithleſs lamp, love's cynoſure decay'd. 

« And why,” the ghaſtly phantom cries, 

« Wilt thou, deluded Hero, wait 0 
( Leander's wiſh'd return, forbid by fate? . 
« See floating on his wat' ry bier he lies; 1 
pale are his cheeks, where love was wont to play, „ 
And closꝰd thoſe radiant des, chat late nens the * 


The . voice me beurd, 

And wiſhing, trembling pray'd for morn— 

When lo the bleeding corſe appear d 

By ſavage rocks all rudely torn | 
Where were ye, nymphs, O tell me where, | 5 
Daughters of Nereus, freſh and fair 1 | 
And why, ſweet filver-footed queen, 
Woulcd'ſt thou not leatFe thy coral canes... 

And ſoothe the rough remorſeleſs wave. 
Ere death had ſeiz d at: beſt, thy boldef ſwain — 


With 3 eyes, 3 kind, bat rant) 
Diſtracted Hero ſaw her lover ſlain n, 
And thrice indignant view'd the guilty main, 3 

And thrice accus'd each merc'leſs watry god. 
Aye me in vain !—Por “ ſee, ſhe cry'd, 

« My dear Leander's beck'ning ſhade ! 
« And can'ſt thou live, O loſt, O wretched maid ? 
« Shall envious fate ſo fond a pair divide? 


« Forbid 


4 Forbid it love! Then head-long from the tow'r 


And OY ſons Ng the widow'd mother's eyes! 


Death and diſtraction ſtare on all around! 1 


" 24) 


Deep in the TRIER flood ſhe lung d t to riſe no more ! 


With ſcenes of woe, O curſed power, 
How are thy greedy eyes regal d? 
How did thy heart exult of yore, 
When heav'n 's vindictive rod aſſaibd 
I The queen of arts — With giant-ftride | 
Contagion ſtalks, and lo the bride, 
The virgin-bride unpity'd dies! 
Claſpt to his daughter's throbbing breaſt, 185 
The father breathes his ſoul to reſt, 


Scar'd by the Demon 5 oted hand, 
The eagle ſcream'd, the famiſh'd vulture _ 
The hungry wolf forſook the unburied dead, 


And pale diſeaſes ſhiv' ring left the land! Ar 
What cries, and piercing ſhrieks reſound | I HW 
Thro' ev'ry ſtreet, at ev'ty fane? W 

Yet ah! they weep, they weary heav'n in vain! At 


The wretched few, whom pois'nous peſblence ſpares, 
Of moody madneſs die, and heart-diftrafting fears. 


i See the account, which 1s given by Thucydides, of the e plague at 
Athens, 


b 1 2755 Theſe 
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Theſe are thy deeds, O fell deſpair, 
Thou tyrant of the tortur'd ſoul, _ 
+ Siſter of pale-ey'd grief, and care 
At whoſe command impetuous roll 
Paſſions rough tides, and ſwelling high 
Burſt thro? each dear, and ſacred tye, 
And ev'ry pleafing thought o'erwhelm; 
Anon the crazy bark is born, 
Of winds, and waves, and rocks the ſcorn, 

For reaſon ſhrinks appall'd, and trembling quits the lielm ! 


O fly, thou firſt-born child of hell, 

To ſome far diſtant, dreary, doleful plain, 
Where ſtarting fear, and agonizing pain, 
And black remorſe, and ſullen ſorrows dwell : 

Where arm'd with poiſon, racks, and death, 

Stern horrour rears his Gorgon head ; 
And writhing dreadful on the iron bed 
The purple furies grind their cankred teeth; 
While percht on ſtubs of trees the ſhriek-owl ſings, 
And Fronning dena hoarſe _ ravens 1 their wings! : 


Thither emboſt with varied woe, 
Misfortune' $ _ ſlave retires— 


& Actin to the table of Cebes, Aus is the aller of Og 
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Hark, hark he raves ! Tet thy tablet ſhew, 
| Charg'd with damn'd ghoſts, and ſulph'rous fires. 
Oh mercy heav- n—upftaring ſtands 
His griſly hair; his nerveleſs hands 
Shake; o'er his face the curdled blood, 
From his ſwoln heart, with tidings flies, 
| C Give me another horſe,” he Cries, | 
« Ohl bring the AYR bowl, let looſe life's crimſon flood! 


Sad, ſacred kobe \—Thou pow” r + El 

| Whoſe god-like word from chaos dark and dread, 
Bad diſcord fly, and light ſweet- ſmelling ſpread 
Fer orient wing, controul this breaſt of mine 

And ſtill when gloomy. thoughts prevail, 

Oh ſhort, and partial be their ſway! ! 
And beam'd from thee, let pleaſure's gladſome ray 
The mournful progeny of grief diſpel. 

So ſhall the checquer'd ſcenes of life delight, | 
As morning brighter peers preceded ſtill by night, 


ob! 


. 
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| 3 14 TL 1. 
ET once more, ſweeteſt queen of bug · 
Thy humble ſuppliant lead along, 
Thro' fancy's flow'ry plains: ; 
Oh bear me to th ideal grove, . 
Where hand i in hand the graces rove, 
And ſooth me with ſeraphic ſtrains ! lt 
fis thine, harmonious maid, to cull | 
Delicious balm to heal our cares; 
"Tis thine to take the priſon'd ſoul, 3 
And lap it in elyſian ä 
While quick as thought at thy divine command 
The realms of grace, and harmony expand. 
„„ 
And lo IS my ravidhe a FIG 8 
The viſionary ſcenes ariſe! © | + 
I hear the tender lute complain, mig hin HT * 2 
While Sappho breathes her am'rous pain; 1 
(O guard me from ſuch fierce deſires, Wy" 
Thou god of raptures, god of fires!) | 
I hear Anacreon's honey'd tongue 
5 To love and wine repeat the long ; ; 


* 
Ga 


His 
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: His flight ſublime the Theban ſwan prepares, 0 
And louder mufic wakes the  wond'fing eres. 
1. 3. 
| But Hk flow ſweet the numbers ſwell, 
Whule Homer waves his ſoul-enchanting wand ! 
Entranc'd the lining paſſions ſtand, 
Charm'd with the magic of his ſhell. 
Whether to arms his trump reſounds, 
The heart with martial ardor bounds 3 
Orfſ} prighty themes his hand employ, 
| Inſtant we catch the ſpreading j joy; 
8 Or when in notes majeſtic, deep, and flow, 
| le bids the ſolemn ſtreams of forrow flow, 
 Amarz'd we hear the ſadly- pleaſing ftrain, 
While tender anguiſh ſteals thro? ev'ry vein, 
N 
F ather of ef, whoſe eagle- flight 
Fatigues the gazer's aching ſight, : 


And ſtrains th' aſpiring mind; 
Teach me thy wond'rous heights to view, 


With trembling wing thy ſteps purſue, 
And leave the leſs'ning world behind. 
Fond, fooliſh wiſh ! — Can human yes 
The rapid arrow's track Erker 9 | 
Can groſs mortality ariſe; PTY 
And ſpring beyond the vaulte® ſky 4 
Loft is the momentary path, and bound 
By cumbrous chains we rn __ the ground! 3 
I e II. 2. vet 


(209 


II. . fi: * TF av ar J 
Yet ſome there are with power eadow'd-. 


To ſoar above the groveling croud/. ©) 

- By thee, fair fancy, rapt* rous * Al 5 
By thee, O ſweet enthuſiaſt, led, at | th 

- Sublime beyond che milky wag „ 
With ſtrong ſeraphic plames they gray; 43 w_—y | 


Or pierce within the facred ſhade, . ../. a 
Where nature's plaſtic ſorms are laidz| ;.// 
Then ſtrike with daring hand the magie „ Ts 
And warm to life a new creation Pings. | 
U. z. i Py, 
Hail choſen few, whoſe happier birth | 3 wt 4252 
The muſe beheld, and bad your due feet N 
Fame's ſlipp' ry hill, and paths ins, 
Untrod by vulgar ſons of earth 
When virtue droops all fick and X-ray 
In bleak misfortunt's defart vale, _ .. 


Tis your's to ſteal. away her care, 4 a+ 1 Has 
And ſoftly ſooth the penſive fair 
Tis your's to cull, from fancy's fairy ſtores, 9 58951 5 


The brighteſt gems, and fweeteſt-breathing flow'rs, 
Then bind with Dzdal art ſuch wreaths divine, 
As bloom ſecure; on rat's immortal ſhrine, - 
„ 8 LOG 
| Haſte then 1 vo Eteſian gales 5 
erh the! pilot's welcome . 


? 
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And waft him o'er the main: _ 
And gentle ſhowers, the daughters fair 
Of pregnant clouds, and balmy 8 
Rejoice the faint, and thirſty plain : 
Oh haſte, your ſweeteſt number's ſhed, | 
Fraught with the genial dew of praiſe, 
On glory's fav'rite ſons, who tread 
Unweary'd danger's thorny maze ; | 
Who tear freſh laurels from war's ghaſtly brow, 
Or ſteer * n bark, tho' tides of faftion un | 
e | 
10 0 ye delegates of Joye, 
Sent from the ſtarry realms' above 
To guard the clime, with dragon eyes, 
When all the muſe's treaſures riſe, 
Should Gothic ignorance invade 
With lawleſs foot the virgin e 
And too incontinent preſume 
Raſhly to pluck the golden 8 3 
Wide wave the flaming ſword, and ſend, 0 ſend 


Your brighteſt ſhafts to quell the' Mee fiend [ _ 

II 36" ] 

With hely dread, ye guardians of hat ſtore, * N 
Fulfill your charge, not too profuſe of praiſe 

Embalm, with her immortal lays, 

The carrion- corps of pride, or 1 5 1 6 
Let dulneſs her vain favours ſned r ee 

On ſmiling folly's kindred head; 5 f 


P © 
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Or vice, in tinſel trappings dreſt, 
Promote the wretch who flatters beſt; 
Diſdain the crew And in ſome diſtant grove, . 
To worth afflicted, friendleſs raiſe your voice; 
So ſhall the muſe your honeſt ſongs approve, 
And n fame reward your: nem choice! 


APITEECEITETTTIPETEEE: 


THE WISH: " OW ELEGY 


T. iO 5+ * N A N 1 K. 
BY TH 42 48 21 hw oc 2 20 5. 


F elices ter, et amplius; 82 
Quo irrupta genet copula, nec wal 
Dicoulſus querimoniit | | 
Suprema citius folvet amor . Hora 


ET others travel, with inceſſant pain, 
The wealth of earth and ocean to ſecure; 

Then with fond hopes careſs the precious bane j | 
In grandeur abje@, a and | in affluence 


But ſoon, too ee ee n PTICES! 
Wild waves ſhall roll, and conflagrations ſpread 12 

While bright in arms, and of gigantic fine, 
The fear · form d robber haunts the thorny bed. 
a P 2 | f wy 
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Let me, in dreadleſs poverty retir'd, t e 


The real joys of life, unenvied, ſhare: 
. Favour'd by love, and by the muſe inſpir'd,” 
Pl yield to Wealth f its n and care. 


On UR Bound. the proſpect to command, 


Unting'd with ſmoke, where vernal breezes blow, | 


In rural neatneſs let my cottage ſtand; 
Here wave a wood, and there a river flow. | 


Oft from the neighb'ring hills and paſtures round, 
Let ſheep with tender bleat ſalute my ear; 
Nor fox inſidious haunt the guiltleſs ground, 
Nor man purſue the trade of murder near: 


Far hence, kind heav'n! expel the ſavage train, 
Inur'd to blood, and eager to deſtroy z: - ' 

Who pointed ſteel with recent ſlaughter ſtain, 
And place in groans and death their cruel joy, 


Ye pow'rs of ſocial life and tender ſong ! 
| To you devoted ſhall my fields remain; 
Here undiſturb'd the peaceful day prolong, . 


Nor own a ſmart but love's delightful pain. 


For you, my trees ſhall wave their leafy ſnade; 
For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air; 
For you, be autumn's bluſhing gifts diſplay' d, 
And all that nature yields of ſweet or fair. 


But, 


Can) 


But, O! if plaints, which love and grief 28 bf lar 6 
In heav nly breaſts could &'er:compaſſion find. 
Grant me, ah! grant my heart's ſupreme defire, +/+ +. { 
And teach my dear Urania to be kind. N 


For her, black ſadneſs clouds my brighteſt daß: 
For her, in tears the midnight vipils roll g * oy Weir 
For her, cold horrors melt my powers awyryr 

And chill the 18 Ie of my foul. = £1) 


Beneath her ſcorn each youthful ardor dies, * 30 $1150 163 
Its joys, its wiſhes, and its hopes, expire; 8 

In vain the fields of ſcience tempt my eyes; wo TOTES 
In vain for me the muſes EY the lyre. | 


O! let her oft my humble dwelling grace, ; 
Humble no more, if there ſhe'deign to thine ; : 

For heav'n,- unlimited by time or "oe Ps, pan 
Still waits on god-like worth and | charms divine, 


Amid the cooling fragrance of the morn, _ 
How ſweet with her through lonely fields to firay ! * 
Her charms the lovelieſt landſkip fhall adorn, OD 

And add new . to * rilng day. ” 


% 


With bing all nature Qing i in heighten'd Wie 3 
The ſilver ſtream in ſweeter muſic flows; 
Odouin more rich the fanning gales perfume ; 
And deeper tinctures paint the ſpreading roſs,” 218 
1 P 5 | With 


40 
With her, the ſhades of light their Burde . 


Its deepeſt ſilence charms if ſhe be ous Nan vin 5 


Her voice the muſic of the dawn renews, . 


Its lambent radiance ſparkles in her eye. 
9 


How ſweet, with her, in wiſdom's calm receſsgs 


To brighten ſoft defire with wit rend! 
Kind nature's laws with ſacred Aſhley trace, 


And view the faireſt features of the midi 


Or borne on Milton's flight, as heav'n ſublime, 


View its full blaze in open proſpect glow; 
Bleſs the firſt pair in Eden's happy clime, | 


Or drop the human tear for endleſs woe. ; N t 


And when, in virtue and in peace grown old, Ve 


No arts the languid lamp of life reflore ; 


Her let me graſp with hands convuls'd and a. W 


3 


Till ev'ry nerve relax'd can Hog no more : 
Long, long on her my 1 eyes Aer, 1 

Till the laſt beam ſhall vibrate on my be 55 
Then ſoar where only greater joys attend. 

And bear her i mage to eternal licht. 


* 


F ; £ 
"= & * * 
« * 15 Vis lis kT 
F 8 „ 


| Fond man, oh 1 whither would We rove? 1 94 


Tis thine to languiſh in unpitied ſmart; _ 
Tis thine, alas! eternal ſcorn to prove, 


Nor feel one e gleam of comfort warm thy heart. 


" Ya | 


By 
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But, if my fair this cruel law impoſe. 
Pleas'd, to her will I all my foul reſign; z 
To walk beneath the burden en,, port 
- Or fink in death, nor at my Bis repine. | | 


Yet when, ah as ee, Phy energy . 
To earth's cold womb in ſilence I deſ cen 

Let her, to grace my obſequies, aper... 
And with the weeping throng hes ſorroms — a 


Ah! no; eee eee 8 

And all her foul from ey'ry anguiſh ſre : 

| Should my fad fate chat gentle boſom wound, 
The joys of heav'n would be no joys to me. 


ont ore eb Ru oe; hoon abate DN ora . | 
AN HYMN TO FORTITUDE. 
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rooding o' er es mute domain, 
In uefa aleace wraps her reign; 
Clouds preſs on clouds, and, as they riſe, 
Condenſe to ſolid gloom the ſxies. 

Portentous, through the foggy air, 
a e 
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The raven hoarſe, and boding owl, 5 
To Hecate curſt anthems houl. 


Intent with execrable art, 
To burn the veins, and tear the heart, 


T he witch, unhallow'd bones to raiſe, 


Through fun'ral vaults and charnels ſtrays 3 3 


Calls the damn'd ſhade from ev'ry cell, 
And adds new labours to their hell. 
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EE And,” ſhield me heavy” n! what hollow found;' 


Like fate's dread knell, runs echoing round? 


The bell ſtrikes one, that magic hour, 
When rifing fiends exert their pow'r. 


And now, ſure now, fome cauſe unbleſt 


Breathes more than horror thro? my breaſt: 


How deep the breeze ! how dim the __ 


What ſpectres ſwim before my ſight ! 1 
My frozen limbs pale terror chains, pe, 
And in wild eddies wheels my brains : 
My icy blood forgets to roll, 
And death eben ſeems to ſeize my foul. 
What ſacred pow'r, what healing art, 
Shall bid my foul herſelf aſſert ; 


Shall rouze-th? immortal active flame, L413 
And teach her whence her being came? 
O fortitude ! divinely bright, -- + 


O virtue's child, and man's dvlight 4 
Deſcend, an amicable gueſt, 0 
And with my firmneſs ſteel my breaſt: 


4 © 
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Deſcend, | 


Deſcend, propitious to my lays, | 
And, while my lyre reſounds thy bas. bo hes. 
With energy divinely ſtrong,” ODT n 2 
Exalt my ſoul, and warm my ſong. 1h i 
When raving in eternal pains, ee | 
And loaded with ten thouſand chains. 
Vice, deep in Phlegeton, yet la,, 
Nor with her viſage blaſted daß: 
No fear to guiltleſs man was known, 7 5 VV 
For God and virtue reign'd alone. val 5 ate 4 
But, when from native flames and night. 
The curſed monſter wing'd her _ en ee $5.5 "FS 
Pale fear, among her hideous train, N72 
Chas'd ſweet contentment from her reigns - Wa 
Plac'd death and hell before each eye, 
And wrapt in miſt the golden ſky; . 
Baniſh'd from day each dear delight. 
And ſhook with conſclous ſtarts the . © 4. 
When, from th' imperial ſeats on high, - 
The lord of nature turn'd his eye, a £716 
To view the ſtate of things below ; 1 
Still bleſt to make his creatures ſoz ' 
And feek her manſions in the fc; 
Peace, crown'd with olives; left her throne, 
And white-rob'd innocence was gone 51:03 97 Sefh 
While vice, reveal'd in open day, 1 
Sole tyrant, rul'd with iron ſway ; 
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And virtue veil'd her weeping ne, 
And fled for refuge to his arms, 


Her altars ſcorn'd, her ſhrines defac d : 


Whom thus th' eſſential good addreſs'd. 


„Thou, whHm my ſoul 400 e TY 


Effulgent ſharer of my N 
Fair empreſs of eternity! 
Who uncreated reigu'ſt 08 _— 3 


Whom I, who ole and boundleſs fway, "A | 


With pleaſure infinite obe: 
To yon diurnal ſcenes below, 

' Who feel their folly in their woe, 
Again propitious turn thy flight; 
Again oppoſe yon tyrant's might a 


To earth thy cloudleſs charms diſcloſe, 
Revive thy friends, and blaſt thy foes: _ 


Thy triumphs man ſhall raptur'd ſee, | / 
| AQ, ſuffer, live, and die for the. 
But ſince all crimes their hell contain, 

Since all muſt feel who merit pain, 
Let fortitude thy ſteps attend, 
And be, like thee, to man a friendz: 


To urge him on the arduous roa. 
That leads to virtue, bliſs, and Gd 


To blunt the ſting of ev'ry grief, 

And be to all a near relief 
He ſaid; and ſhe, with ſwiles Sink, 

Which made all heav'n more brightly ſhine, 


45 


cg) 
To earth returh'd with all her train. 
And brought the golden age e. 0 0 1E 
Since erring mortals, untonſtrain d. 9 . 7 
The God, that warms their breaſt; tan; 
She, guardian of their joys no more, 
Could only leave them, and deplore: 
They, now the eaſy prey of pain, I SL 
Curſt in their wiſh, their choice 3 nav bs 0 
Till arm'd with heav'n and fate, ſhe came 
Her deſtin'd honours to redla m. 
Vice and her ſlaves beheld her fight, 9x 
And fled like birds obſcene from light, 
Back to th* abode of plagues return, 
Thou, goddeſs > eee 1 
Haſt ev'ry grief and pain allay dq. 
To joy courerted ev y ſmart, eo orotic at 
And plac'd a heavn In eee OH bu 
By thee we act, by thee ſuſtain, + 
Thou ſacred antidote of pain! 
At thy great nod the ® Alps ſubſide, 
ReluRant rivers turn their time 
With all thy force Alcides warm d. 
His hand againſt oppreſſion arm d- 
By thee his mighty nerves. were _— 
: "PE; * his OR OR Ones 


m „ Alluding to the hien of Hannibal 
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| And whilſt on brutal force he preſs'd,; 091 Ka o, 
His vigour with his foes increas d. "34/9 40 d be“. 


By thee, like Jove's almighty __ aß 


Ambition's havock to withſtandd, 1 lan is 
= Timoleon roſe, the ſcourge of PROM l 

And hurl'd a tyrant from his ſtatmqm 
The brother in his ſoul ſubdu dz. 


And warn'd th pon his blood; 11 'F14t {2 


A ſoul by ſo much virtue fir'd, aA Dann 

Not Greece alone, but heav'n admir' d. 
But in theſe dregs of human kind. 

Theſe days to guilt and fear reſign d, 

How rare ſuch views the heart elate 

To brave the laſt extremes of fate 

Like heav'n's almighty! power, ſereneg0, wo 


With fix'd regard to view the ſcene,):i7 io 
When nature quakes beneath the ftorm;©- © - 
And horror wears its direſt form. 
Though future worlds are now deſcryd , 


Though Paul has writ, and enge wat won T 
Diſpell'd the dark infernal ſhade, Py f 10 ; 5 


And all the heav'n of heav'ns aplaydz £1, 
Curſt with unnumber'd groundleſs fears, 7 
How pale FRE roger Wreck pet“ Dre it 


11. 0290742 It 431191: 3: et i "(41 


i Timoleon, 1050 long in vain/ importuned his brother to reſign the 
de ſpotiſm of Corinth, and at laſt reſtored he _ of me _ by ſtabs 
wag him, Vid, Plut. enn $7 Bart (2 


A 
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For 


1 


For him the day-light-ſhines in van 
For him the fields no jdys contain of; f blen bes 
Nature's whole charms to him are loſt, 110 
No more the woods their muſie boaſt 3 + {1 
No more the meads their vernal bloom, | 
No more the gales their rich perfume e: 
55 Impending miſts deform the ae e 9 T 
And beauty withers in his eyes N vp 641 teddy HH, 
In hopes his terror to elude, re $3442 211] 
Buy day he mingles with Lies ; 78 
Yet finds his ſoul to fears a pre 
In buſy crouds, and open day, 7 54 
If night his lonely walk ſurpriſe, Rai nal i 
What horrid viſions round him riſde2·2·ae 
That blaſted oak; which meets his way, 1 
Shown by the meteor's ſudden ra, 
The midnight miurd?rer's. known retreat 
Felt heav*n's avengeful bolt of late: 
The claſhing chain, the groan profound. 
Loud from yon ruin'd tow'r refound 1 {i 
And now the ſpot he ſeems to tread,! 1 
Where ſome ſelf·ſlaughterꝰd corſe was mar 80% 11. 
Ude feels fixt earth beneath him bend, | ++ 
Deep murmurs from her caves aſcend; 4 1 
Till all his ſoul, by fancy ſway d. a 
Sees lurid phantoms crond the ſhade; 
While ſhrouded manes palely ftare, | 
And beck'ning wiſh to breathe their caree 
r | | | - Thus 
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Thus real woes from falſe he bene, 1 
And feels the death, the hell he fears. 342 ever fl tl; 185 


O thou ! whoſe ſpirit warms _ ge 
With energy divinely ſtrong 

Erect his ſoul, confirm his beaſt, bs | 
And let him know the ſweets of reſt; 
Till every human pain and care, | 
All that may be, and all that are,. 
But falſe imagin'd ills appear rn 
Beneath our hope, our grief, or fear. 
And, if I right invoke thy aid, 

By thee be all my woes allay d; 

With ſcorn inſtruct me to defy - 

Impoſing fear, and lawleſs joy; 

To ſtruggle throꝰ this ſcene of ſtrife 
The pains of death, the pangs of = rd er 
With conſtant brow to meet my mn it 
And meet ſtill more, Euanthe's hate. 


And, when ſome ſwain her charms ſhall claim, 


Who feels not half my gen'rous flame, 


Whoſe cares her angel- voice beguiles 


On whom ſhe bends her heav'nly ſmile : 


For whom ſhe weeps, for whom ſhe glows, "| 


On whom her treafur'd ſoul'beftows 3 tl 


* * 17 


When perfect mutual joy they ſhare, 
Ah! joy enhanc'd by my deſpair! 
Mix beings in each flaming kiſs, 


And bleſt, ſtill riſe to higher bliſ : 
1 185 N Then, 
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Then, then, exert my utmoſt . Kant te 
And teach me being to endure; t v4 

Leſt reaſon from the anne +: K Sor 
And lawleſs fury rule my heart: 
Leſt madneſs all my foul fubdue, 7 
To aſk her maker, what doſt thou); F doi ak 
Yet, couldſt thou in that dreadful hour, is 
On my rack'd foul all Lethe pour, oo 9 
Or fan me with the gelid bree gem 
That chains in ice th” indignant ſeas; 941 N 
Or wrap my heart in tenfold ſteel, | 
I ſtill am man, and ſtill muſt feel. 
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ODE AGAINST ILL: NATURE 
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| 3 
F FSPRIN G of folly and PE OY 0 
To all that's odious, all that's baſe 5 7 eh 


Nurs'd up by vice, by pravity miſed. 8 1 f N | 


By pedant affectation taught and brei?! 
Away, thou hideous hell-born ſprigkt, 

Go, with thy locks of dark deſign, 1 0 | 
Sullen, ſour, and faturnine; __ N 

fy to ſome gloomy ſhade, nor blot the goodl y light, 


5 iT 
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. 11 


ei 


Thy planet was remote, when I was bornn 
IT'was Mercury that ruPd my natal mor, 
What time the ſun exerts his genial ray, 

And ripens for enjoyment every growing days i 
When to exiſt is but to love and ſing 
And ſprightly Aries ſmiles upon the ſpring. 

e £2079 wa, 1 do . ci: bine * : 

There in yon loneſome heaths 47 wo ot en 
Which Flora, or Sylvanus never knew. 
Where never vegetable drank the de) 
Or beaſt, or fowl attempts to breathe;  — 
Where nature's pencil has no colours laid z | : 
But all is blank, and univerſal ſhade ; 
Contraſt to figure, motion, life and lighty - 
There may?ſt thou vent thy ſpight, 

For ever curſing, and for ever curs'd; 
Of all th' infernal crew the worſt; 

The worſt in genius, meaſure and degree; 
For ys hatred, en are but pony of thee. 


Or woud'ſt thou Say the dnt and quit oy wth 
Behold the heav'n- deſerted enn, 


Where ſpleen, by vapours denſe begot and . 
Hardneſs of heart, and heavineſs of head, 

Have rais'd their darkſome walls, and plac'd Weir horn ded; 
There may'i thou all thy bitterneſs unload, 

There e thoy Ss in concert yy the — ö 
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With thee the hollow howling winds mall] join, 


Nor ſhall the bittern her baſe throat deny, es 5 


The querulous frogs ſhall mix their dirge with thine, 
Th' ear-piercing hern, and plover ſcreaming high, 
White million nd an _ ceſtrum ſhall . 

/ e | 
Away—away—behold an hideous band 

An herd of all thy minions are at hand, 

Suſpicion firſt with jealous caution: ſtalks 

And ever looks around her as ſhe walks; 


With bibulous ear imperſect ſounds to catch, 


And prompt to liſten at her — led. 
Next ſcandal's meagre ſhade, 
Foe to the virgins, and the poet's fame, 
A wither'd, time-deflow'red old maid, 

That ne'er enjoy'd love's ever ſacred — i 1 
Hypocriſy ſucceeds with ſaint-like look, © | 
And elevates her hafds and plods upon her book. | 

Next comes illiberal ſcambling avarice, 

Then vanity and affectation nice 

See, ſhe ſalutes her ſhadow with a bow 

As in ſhort Gallic trips ſhe minees 5 . 

Starting antipathy is in her eye, 5 870 

And ſqueamiſhly ſhe knits; her feotniful brow, - 

To thee, Il-nature, All the numerous group : 

With lowly reverenee toop— , .. be” 

They wait thy call, and mourn thy long ala, f 

. art in ſectious—haſte wer. 
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r Tun .’ voig on of 


R OM your lyre-enchanted tow/ rss, ; 
Ye muſically:myſtic. pow'rs, 
Ye, that inform the tuneful Ws UE In b 249 

Inaudible to mortal ear, | x 

| While each orb in ether ſwims 2411 

Accordant to th' inſpiring e 3 
Hither paradiſe remove 
Spirits of harmony and r 

| Thou too, divine Urania, deign t' appear, FA 

And with thy ſweetly- ſolemn lute 

To the grand argument the numbers ſuit 'F 

Such as ſublime and clear, 
Replete with heavenly hw... 

Charm th' inraptur'd ſouls above. + 

Diſdainful of fantactie pla, 
Mix on your ambroſial tongue 447 
Weight of ſenſe with ſound of 0. 

And be 1 BY itt bw EO eon oa L. 
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. How little leſs than angels, when. ye _ 
With emulations kindling warmth ſhall glow, 
And from your * throats | 
The tribute of your grateful notes 
In union of piety ſhall bring. 
Shall echo from her vocal cave W 
Repay each note, the ſhepherd gave, 


And ſhall not we our miſtreſs praiſe. " 
And give her back the borrow'd lay? 
But farther. ſtill our praiſes we purſue z. . 
For ev'n Cecilia, mighty maiſd.. 
Confeſs'd ſhe had ſuperior aid— 


She did—and other rites to greater pow'rs are due: - 
Higher ſwell the ſound and higher: - * 
Let the winged numbers climb: 


To the heav'n of heaw'ns aſpire, ' x 
Solemn, ſacred, and ſublime: . : 3 
From heav'n muſie took its riſe, r 


Return it to its * ſkies. + 5 1 TW” 
„%%% 


Muſic's a celeſtial art; eee 


Ceaſe to wonder at its pow'r, ; 


Tho' lifelefs rocks to motion ſtart, ' + 8 


Tho' trees dance lightly from the 100 
Tho! rolling floods in ſweet ſuſpente 
Are held, and liſten into ſenſe. Raga) 7 by 
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in penſhurſt's plains when Waller, fick with love, | 
Has found ſome filent ſolitary grove, | 
Where the vague moon-beams pour a ſilver flood 
Of trem'lous light athwart th* unſhaven wood, 
Within an hoary moſs-grown cell, 
He lays his careleſs limbs without reſerve, 
And ſtrikes, impetuous ſtrikes each quer lous nerve 
| Of his reſounding ſhell, 
In all the woods, in all the plains 
Around a lively ſtillneſs reigns ; 
'The deer approach the ſecret ſcene, 
And weave their way thro” WEE green 3 - 
While Philomela learns the lay, 
And anſwers from the neighbouring bay, 
But Medway, melancholy mute, 
Gently on his urn reclines, 
And all- attentive to the lute, | 
In uncomplaining anguiſh pines : 
The cryſtal waters weep away, 
And bear the tidings to the ſea: 
Neptune in the boiſterous ſeas - 
Spreads the placid bed of peace, 
While each blaſt, 
Or breathes its laſt, | 
Or juſt does ſigh a ſymphony and ceaſe 
| | IV. 
Behold Ariat the ſtern he ſtands 
Pall'd in theatrical attire, 
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To che mute ſtrings he moves th” Arn "EM 
Great in diſtreſs, and wakes the en nk 2 
While in a tender Orthian ftrain 1000 1 

He thus accoſts the miſtreſs of the main: 3 
By the bright beams of Cynthia's eyes 
Thro' which yours waves attracted riſe, 
; And aQuate the hoary deep ; 
Buy the ſecret coral cel, 
Where love, and joy, a Neptune dwell | 
And peaceful floods in ſilence ſleep; 
By the ſea-flow'rs, that immerge _ 
Their heads around the grotto's verge, 
Dependent from the ſtooping ſtem; 
By each roof -· ſuſpended drop, 5 
That lightly lingers on the top, 
And heſitates into a gem; 
By thy kindreg wat' ry gods, * 
/ The lakes, the riv'lets, founts and foods, 
And all the pow'rs that live unſeen 
Underneath the liquid green; 
Great Amphitrite (for thou can'ſt bind 
The ſtorm, and regulate the wind) _ 
Hence waft me,' fair goddeſs, oh waft me away, 
| Secure from 1 | een the ue of prey! | 
V. 8 
He | fangiThe winds are charm'd to deep, 
Soft ſtillneſs ſteals * the 1 > 
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The Tritons and the Nereids ick * 1 8 
In ſoul-reflefting tympathy, mn mae 
And all the audience of waters weep. 305 
But Amphitrite her dolphin ſends— the maar Na at | 
Which erſt to Neptune brought the nobly perj jur'd'dame— 
 Pleas'd to obey, the beauteous monſter flies, 
And on his ſcales as the gilt ſun-beams play, 
Ten thouſand variegated dies _ | 
In copious ſtreams of luſtre riſq̃ 
Riſe ofer the level main and fignify his \ way - 
And now the j Joyous bard, in triumph bore, 
Rides the voluminous wave, and makes the wiſh-for ſhore, 
Come, ye feſtive, ſocial throng, _ ws 
Who ſweep the lyre, or pour the ſong, 
Your nobleſt melody employ, 
Such as becomes the mouth of j joy, 
Bring the ſky-aſpiring thought, | 
With hright expreſſion richly wrought, © 45 
And hail the muſe aſcending on her throne, 
The main at length ſubdued, and all the world her o own, 
VI. | 5 
But ofer th' affections too ſhe claims the way, 
Pierces the human heart, and ſteals the ſoul away i. 
And as attractive ſounds move high or low, 
Th' obedient ductile paſſions ebb and oo, 
Has any nymph her faithful lover loſt, 
And in the viſions of the night, a 
And all the day-dreams o of the ho an 


"4 


In 


( 231 ) 
In A tempeſt turbulently toſt - 
From her cheeks the foſes die, TY Ts OT 
The radiations vaniſh from her ſun-bright dre, BS) 
And her breaſt, the throne of E n 
Can hardly, hardly, hardly. move, 1 
I0o ſend th ambroſial ſigh, | 
But let the ſkilful bard appear, 
And pour the ſounds medicinal in her ear; ; 
Sing ſome ſad, ſome plaintive ditty, | 
Steept in tears, that endleſs flow, 
Melancholy notes of pity, * 

5 Notes that mean a world of woe; "OD 
She too ſhall ſympathize, the too ſhall moan, | 
And pitying others ſorrows ſigh away her own. 

: VII. e 
Wake, wk hi kettle-drun m, prolon 3 
| The ſwelling zrumpet's ſilver ſogg, 
And let the kindred accents paſs 3 
Thro' the horn's meandring braſs. 
Ariſe—The patriot muſe invites to war, | 
And mounts Bellona's brazen car; 
While harmony, terrific maid! 
Appears in martial pomp array'd: _ 
The ſword, the target, and the lance Pt 
She wields, and as ſhe moves, exalts the Pyrrhic dance. 
Trembles the earth, reſound the lies - 
Swift o'er the fleet, the camp ſhe flies i on , 
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| With thunder in 82 voice, and lightning i in her eyes. ; 
9 4 | The 
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The gallant warriors engage 
With inextinguiſhable rage 
And hearts unchiPd with fear; 
Fame numbers all the choſen bands, 
Full in the front fair vict'ry ſtands, 
And triumph crowns the rear. 
; VIII. | 
But hark the temple” 8 hollow d roof wms, | 
And Purcell lives along the ſolemn ſounds 


Mellifluous, yet manly too 


He pours his ſtrains along, 
As from the lyon Sampſon flew, 
Comes ſweetneſs from the ſtrong. 
Not like the ſoft Italian ſwains 
; He trills the weak enervate ſtrains, 
Where ſenſe and muſic are at ſtriſe; 
His vigoxous notes with meaning teem, | 
With fire, with force explain the theme, 
And ſing the ſubject into life, 
Attend—he ſings Cecilia—matchleſs dame! 

Tis ſhe—'tis ſne - fond to extend her ſame, 5 
On the loud chords the notes conſpire to ſtay, 
And ſweetly ſwell into a long delay, 

And dwell delighted on her name. 
Blow on, ye ſacred organs, blow, 

In tones magnificently ſlow ; 

Such 1s the muſic, ſuch the lays, 
Which ſuit your fair inventreſs' praiſe : 


by. 


1 


While round religious ſilence reigns, BO 
Hail majeſtic mournful meaſure 8 
Source of many a penſive pleaſure !! | 
Bleſt pledge of love to mortals giv'n, 5 
As pattern of the reſt of heav'n! . 
And thou chief honor of the veil, 
Hail, harmonious virgin, hail}: + 
When death ſhall blot out every name, 
And time ſhall break the trump of fame, . 

Angels may liſten to thy lute: 
Thy pow'r ſhall laſt, thy bays ſhall bloom, 
When tongues ſhall ceaſe, and worlds conſume, : 

And all the tuneful ſpheres ben mute. 
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IN IMITATION OF SPENCER, 


BY MOSES MENDEZ, ESQ, 


s P'R I NG. 


Annuus agricolis ordo breyiorque laborum 
Summa mihi tradenda, Prædium Ruſticum. 


RE yet I ſing the round-revolving year, 


And ſhow the toils and paſtime of the ſwain, 


At * Alcon's grave I drop a pious tear; 

Right well he knew to raiſe his learned ſtrain, | 
And, like his Milton, fcorn'd the rhiming chain. 

Ah! cruel fate, to tear him from our eyes; 

Receive his wreath, albe the tribute's vain, 
From the green ſod may flowers immortal riſe, | 

To mark the ſacred ſpot were ; the ſweet poet lies. 


It is the 8 that announceth spring, | 5 
And with his v wreakful tale the ſpouſe doth fray? | 
Mean while the finches harmleſs ditties ſing, 


4¹⁴ hop, in buxom youth, from e to ſpray, 0 


© The late Mr. Thomſon, p Revengeful, 


Proud 


* YR k 
Tt 235 ) 
mud as Sir Paridel of rich array. 
10 lf wantols that draw Venus tem C. 
hirp am 'rous thro' the grove in beavies gay 3 : 
id he, who erſt gain'd Leda's fond eſteem, © ** 
ow ſaid on 'Thamis' tide, the glory of the fiream? 


4 11 1 
; . 


Proud as the turkiſh foldan, chaunticleer 

bees, with delight, his numerous race around: 

Re grants freſh favours to each female near; 

For love as well as cheriſaunce renown'd. 

The waddling dame that did the Gauls confound, 
Her tawny ſons doth lead to rivers cold; _ We + 

While Juno's à dearling, with majeſtic bound, ; 

To charm his * leman doth his train unfold, 

That glows with vivid green, that e with burnio g geld. 


The balmy covilip gilds the \miling Mata,” i 
The virgin ſnow-drop. boaſts her filyer hue, 
An hundred tints the gaudy daiſy ſtain, 

And the meek violet, 1 in amis blue Fe 
Creeps low to earth, and hides from public view 2 8 
But the rank nettle rears her creſt on high; 
do ribaulds looſe their front unbluſhing ew, 
WI Vhile modeſt nit doth neglected lie, 


| ; + jr 4} 
And pines in lo! ſhade, 12555 of vulg dar ey . 
u [T7845 aten 531 Mine nM 
9 Darling, . x 7 Lover 
„ee MIL nen Nord i god dn 


| They bound along the de, and Brew the Heavens 1 


The raptur'd bard awakes his ſkilful lyre, 
Buy running ſtreams, or an the laurel grove, 
He tunes to amorous notes his ſounding Wire, 
All, all is harmony, and all deſire. 


Her bluſhing cheeks pronounce her heart on fire, 
She now conſents, then ſhuns th' embow' ring ſhade, 


Buy various ſongs would various ends promote. 
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See! all around the gall-leſs culvers bill, 
Mean while the nightingale's becalming 1 
Mix with the plaintive muſic of the rill, 
The which in various t gyres the meadow u bays. 
Behold! the welkin burſts into a blaze! 
Faſt by the car of light the nimble hours, 
In fongs of triumph, hail his genial rays, 
And, as they * wend to Thetis cooling bow rs 


flowers. 


Aud now the Rü , gs; 


The happy numbers charm the blooming nah. 


a as. 


With faint reluctance yields; deſirous, 155 afr aid. 9 P 


Now Willie Cuddy, with untator d throat, e 
(Tho' much admir'd, I ween, of nymph and brain) mY n 


Secks he to prove that woman's VOWS are vain! | O 
He Bateman's fortune tolls, a baleful Krain! in | a 
| I 


* Doves, Circles, l n Bathes, x Go. 
| And 


* 


K 
uud if, to honour Britain he be led, 
e ſings a 'prentice bold, in londs profane, 


Fho, all unarm'd, did ſtrike too lions dead, 
ore forth their ſavage hearts, and did a princeſs wed. 


zut hark! the bag-pipe ſummons to the green, 
he jocund bag- pipe, that awaketh ſport ; 
ke blitheſome laſſes, as the morning ſheen, | 
Around the flower-crown'd may-pole quick reſort :: 
The gods of pleaſure here. have fix'd their court. 
Quick on the wing the flying moment ſeize, | | 
Nor build up ample ſchemes, for life is ſhort, Sea” 
Short as the whiſper of the paſſing breeze. N 88 
Yet, ah! in vain  preach—mine heart 1 1s in at eaſe, 


/ 


AY AY A Ae AASA AAS 


1 V 

| N yon y ſaubby oak's candied ſhade 
Safe let me hide me from the eye of day; ; 

Nor ſhall the dog-ſtar this retreat invade, 
As thro? the heavens he ſpeeds his burning way : 
The ſultry lion rages for his prey. _ 
Ah Phoebus, quench thy wild deſtroying fire, 
Each flower, each ſhrub doth ſink beneath thy ray, 
dave the freſh laurel, that ſhall ne'er expire. 
The leaves that crown a bard may brave celeſtial ire, 


_ 


| Or 
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Or ſhall T hie to mine own hermitage; bi8Oi £2117 404 eee hi 
Round which the wanton vine her arms doth wind. Whil. 
There may I lonely turn the ſacred page, S HWI nyo Dos 
Improve my reaſon, and amend my minds: Pear 
Here gainſt life's ills a remedy I find. 
An hundred flowers emboſs the verdant ground - 11: // 
A little brook doth my ſweet cottage bind, - 
Its waters yield a melancholy-ſound; 1 7 of 
And foot . 10 or lull to ber profound 0% bak 
The playful inſe& 3 in 1 19% Wine 
Doth tire the hearer with his damen $6. 199v4 bit bah 
The pool-ſprung gnat on ſounding wing aber An ad 
And on the: ramping ſteed doth ſuck his fill; 
Ah me, can little creatures work ſuch ill! 
The patient cow doth, to eſchew the heat, 


Her body ſteep within the neighbouring rill? ue 
And while the lambs in fainter voices bleat, 1 His 
'Their mothers hang: their . in doleful a plight [we te 
1 

Rechleſs of ſeaſons, fon nj luſty ales o \ ig tan of Ye 
Along the meadow ſpread the tawny hay H 
The maidens too undaunted ſeek the e i 24004 
Ne fear to ſhow their faces to the ra MA 


| But all the honeſt badge of toil n Menke; 10 ys I 
z Stating flying- out, 12 A Careleſs. 


See 


E 


( 239 ) 
dee how they mould the haycoclꝰs rifing head; 911 i act 1 
While wantem Colin, full of amorous play 
Down throweth Suſan; who doth ſhriek for dread. 
fear 3 canſt be hurt upon __— DUE. Lat ien 


11 
4141 n FLOATS 1 2 n 62 12H 


At length Weben doth haſten to e bad ab - 

And all the vault of heaven is ſtreak'd with ie, 1 K 

 flamy gold the ruddy welkin glows, Wt E vs 4k 

And, for the noon day heat, our pains doth de 

for all is calm, ſerene, and paſſing wurf | 

Favonius gentle ſkims along the grove, 

And ſheds ſweet odours from his pennons vghr. 

The little bat in giddy orbs doth rove, '_ | UG DAS 

And loud the fcreech-owl nene to * her ue 
love. 8 12 1 


Menalcas came take the evening gale, bon ag 
His cheeks impurpled with the roſe of yoath ; -/!- 1-4. £454 
He won each damſel with his pitious tale 
They thought they liſten'd to the words of truth, 
Yet their belief did work them muchel e rum... 
His oaths were light as goſſimer, or air, 28012 
His tongue was poiſonous as aſpic's tooth. e e een ai 
Ah! ceaſe to promiſe joy, and give deſpair: * 
Th brave to ſmite the foe; tis baſe to wrong the fair. 


d Requite. © Sorrow. 


28 


(240 ) 
The gentle Thyrſis, mild as opening morn, 
Came to the lawn, and Marian there was found, 
Marian whom many huſwife arts adorn, 
Right well ſhe knew the apple to ſurround 
With dulcet cruſt and Thomalin renown'd 
For 4 atchievements in the wreſtling ring; 
He held at nought the vantage of the ground, 
But prone to earth the hardieſt wight would fling 3 
Such was Alcides erſt, if poets © ſooth do ſing. 


From tree-crown'd hill, from flower-enamel'd vale, 
The mild inhabitants in crouds appear 

To tread a meaſure ; while night's regent pale 

Doth thro the ſky her filver chariot ſteer, 

Whoſe lucid wheels were deck'd with dew-drops clear, 
The which, like pearls, deſcended on the plain. 
Now every youth doth claſp his miſtreſs dear, 

And every nymph rewards her conſtant ſwain. 

Thrice happy he who loves, and is beloy'd again. 


d Hardy, valiant, ' e Truth, 


AUTUMN, 


9 


„ „% r 0 N W 


\EE jolly Autumn, nd ir fremter's gion, 5 
In wholeſome f luſty-hed doth mount the nn " 
A leafy girlond binds her temples ſheen, 5 80 
Inſtudded richly with the ſpiky ear or 
Her right hand bears a-vine-incircled ſpear, 


Such as the crew did wield whom Bacchus lad, 


When to the Ganges he his courſe did ny 
And in her left a bugle-horn ſhe had, 
On which ſhe 8 eft did ts made the heart right glad 


In flow den moves he tottering 1 wain, 

The ſun- burnt hinds their finiſh'd toil b enſue ; 
Now in the barn they houſe the ghttering grain, 
And there the cries of harveſt home” renew, 
The honeſt farmer does his friends i ſale z 
And them with jugs of ale his wife doth treat, 
Which, for that purpoſe, ſhe at home did brew ; 
They laugh, they ſport, and homely jeſts repeat, 
Then ſmack their laſſes lips, their lips as honey ſweet, 


- = - Vigor. 7 g Often, 
* Follow, | i Salute, 
| R 
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On every hill the purple bluſhing vine b LT Brig irc 
Beneath her leaves her racy fruit doth hide 
k Albe ſhe pour not floods of foaming em Niet d 
Yet are we not potations bland denied 
See where the pear-tree doth in earth abide, MONET 

Bruiſe her rich fruitage, and the grape diſdain ; * 
The apple too will grant a generous tile, 
To ſing whoſe honours Thenot rais'd his ſtrain, 
Whole ſoul-inchanting lays ſtill charm ws Nene plains 


©O > 22 


'Thro? greyiſn miſts behold Aurora FEA | 

And to his ſport the wary fowler hies; $A 
Crouching to earth his guileful pointer fawns, 
Now the thick ſtubble, now the clover tries, 

To find where, with his race, the partridge lies; 
Ah! luckleſs fire, ah! luckleſs race, I ween, 
Whom force compels, or ſubtle arts ſurprize 
More | uncles wait to cauſe thee dolorous = teen, 
Doom'd to eſcape the n and "os on os "on 


r ll * 6 ba wil 


The full-mouth'd Wund hs the timorous —_ 
And the hills echo to the joyful cry ; 
Ah! borrow the light pennons of the air, | 

If you're » n 5 you die, poor wretch, you die. 8 | 


_ 


— * Although, 
1 Dzdalus envying Perdix his nephew s ſkill in mechanics, threw him 
into the ſea, He eſcaped death by being changed into a partridge. 
m Anguiſh, r. u Keach'd, overtaken. 
e 35 Nought 
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Nought will avail the pity-pleading eye, | 
For our good ſquire doth much again * rail, 
And faith you often magie arts do tr); 

At times you wave Grimalkin's ſooty tail, 

Or on a nn . the welkin fail.” 


The ſtag is rour'd; he ſtems the n flood 
That ſhall ere long his matchleſs ſwiftneſs quell; 
And, to avoid the tumult of the wood. 


Amongſt his well-known o» pheers attempts to p mell : 


With horn and hoof his purpoſe they repell. 

Thus, ſhould a maid from virtue's lore yſtray, 
Your ſex, my Daphne, ſhow their vengeance fell ; 
Your cruel ſelves with gall the ſhaft 4 embay, 

And laſh from pardon's ſhrine the penitent away. 


Now ſilence charms the ſages of the gown, 

To purer air doth ſpeed each crafty wight ; 

The well-ſqueez'd client quits the duſty town 
Grown grey in the aſſerting of his right, 

With head yfraught with law, and pockets light, 
Well pleas'd he wanders o'er the fallow lea, 

And views each rural obje& with delight. 

Ne'er be my lot the brawling courts to ſee ; 


Who truſts to lawyer” 8 —__ doth much miſween, pendy- 


0 Bathe. e T Judges ill. 
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The v wareleſs ſheep no longer bite the mead, 
No more the plough-boy turns the ſtubborn ground, 


( 244 ). 
Right bleſs'd the man who free from bitter * bale, 
Doth in the little peaceful hamlet dwell, 
No loud contention doth his ears aſſail, 


Save when the tempeſt whiſtles o'er his cell; 


The fruitful down, the flower-depainted dell, 


To pleaſe his eyne are variouſly array'd ; 


And when in roundelay his flame he'd tell, be. 
He gains a ſmile from his beloved maid ; 
By ſuch a gentle ſmile an age of pals. repaid, 


ENENELELENELETFEERERER 


Wk Mio rw ans 


HE little. brook that erſt my cot did bn 
And o'er its flinty pavement ſweetly ſung, 


Doth now forget to roll her wanton wave, 


For winter hoar her icy chain has flung, | 
And ſtill'd the babbling muſic of her tongue. 
The lonely woodcock ſeeks the ſplaſhy glen, - 


Each mountain head with fleecy ſnow is hung; 9255 
The ſnipe and duck enjoy the mooriſh fen, 
Like: Eremites they live, and ſhun the fight of men, 


s as | Hermits, - Stapf | 
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At the full crib the horned labourers feed, 

Their noſtrils caſt black clouds of ſmoak around; 

A ſqualid coat doth the lean ſteed ſurround, 

The wily fox doth prowl abroad for prey, 

Rechleſs of ſnares, or of th' avenging hound; 4 
And truſty Lightfoot, now no longer gay, 80 
Sleeps at the kitchen hearth his cheerleſs au way. 


Where erſt the boat, and nowly moving 1 J 
Did with delight cut thro? the dimpling plain, 

Now wanton boys and men do roam at large; 

The river-gods quit their uſurp'd domain, 

And of the wrong at Neptune's court complain. 
There mote you ſee mild Avon crown'd with flowers, 
And milky wey withouten ſpot or ſtain ; | 
There the fair ſtream that waſhes Hampton” $ bowers, 
And Ifis who with pride beholds her learned towers. 


Intent on ſport, the ever-jocund throng 
Quit their warm cots, and for the game prepare; 
Behold the reſtleſs foot-ball whirls along, 

Now near the earth, now mounted high in air. 
Thus often men, in life's wild lottery fare, 

Who quit true bliſs to graſp an empty toy. 

Our honeſt ſwains for wealth nor titles care, 

But luſty health in exerciſe employ. _ | 

The 2 village hears the rude tumultuous j joy. 


R 3 The 


„ 

The careful hedger looks the fields around 
To ſee what labour may his ſkill demand ; | 

He mends the fence, repairs the ſinking mound, 
Or in long drains he cuts the lower land, 
That ſhall henceforth all ſudden floods withſtand. 
Mean while at home his dame, with ſilver hair, 
Doth fit incircled by a goodly band ; 
Of lovely maids, who various works prepare, 


All chaſte as Jove's wiſe child, as Cupid's mother fair. 


She them diſcourſes not of faſhions nice, 
Nor of the trilling notes which eunuchs ſing, 
Allurements vain, that prompt the ſoul to vice! 
Ne tells ſhe them of Keſar or of king; 
Too great the ſubject for ſo mean a ring. 
Her leſſons teach to ſwell the capon's ſize ; 
To make the hen a numerous offspring bring; 
Or how the way-ward mother to chaſtiſe 
When from her vetchy neſt the weetleſs vagrant hies, 


When gliſtering ſpangles deck the robe of night, 
And all their kine in pens ayoid the cold, 

The buxom troops, ſtill eager of delight, 

Round Damon's eyne a x drapet white infold, 
le darkling gropes till he ſome one can hold. 


x A linen cloth. 


Next 
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Next Corin hides his head, and muſt impart _ 

What wanton fair one ſmote his hand ſo bold. 

He Delia names, nor did from truth depart; 

For well he knew her touch, who long had fir'd his heart, 


Stay 1 conjui ure you by your hopes of bliſs, 

Truſt not, my Daphne, the rough-biting air, | 

Let not rude winds thoſe lips of ſoftneſs kiſs, 

Will Eurus ſtern, the charms of beauty ſpare? 

No, he will hurt my roſy-featur'd fair, 

If aught ſo bright dares rugged carl invade, | 

Too tender thou ſuch rough aſſaults to bear; 

The mountain aſh may ſtand tho? ftrip'd of ſhade, 

But at the ſlighteſt wound the ſilken flower will fade. 


ODE K RCOT OF. 
BY DB, JOSEPH WARTON, 


Goddeſs, on whoſe ſteps attend 
Pleaſure and laughter-loving health, 
| White-mantled peace with olive-wand, 
Young joy, and diamond-ſceptred wealth, 
Blithe plenty with her loaded horn 
With ſcience bright-ey'd as the morn, e HS 
= R4 In 
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In Britain, which for ages paſt 
Has been thy choiceſt darling care, . | 
Who mad'ſt her wiſe, and ſtrong, and fair, 
May thy beſt bleſſings ever laſt. | | 


For thee the pining pris'ner mourns, 
Depriv'd of food, of mirth, of light; 
For thee pale ſlaves to galleys chain'd, 

That ply tough oars from morn to night; 
Thee the proud ſultan's beauteoustrain, 

By eunuchs guarded, weep in vain, | 
Tearing the roſes from their locks ; 

And Guinea's captive kings lament, 

By chriſtian lords to labour ſent, | 

Whipt like the dull, N ox. 


Inſpir'd by hk deaf to fond nature's cries, 

Stern Brutus, when Rome's genius loudly ſpoke, 

Gave her the matchleſs filial ſacrifice, - 

Nor turn'd, nor trembled at the deathful ſtroke ! 

And he of later age, but equal fame, 

Dar'd ſtab the tyrant, tho? he lov'd the friend. | 

How burnt the Y Spartan with warm patriot-flame, 

In thy great cauſe his valorous life to end ! 

How burſt Guſtavus from the Swediſh mine! 
Like light from chaos dark, eternally to ſhine. 


Leonidas, 


When 


249) 
When heav'n to all thy joys beſtows, 
And graves upon our hearts—be free - 
Shall coward man thoſe Joys reſign, 
And dare reverſe this great decree ? 
Submit him to ſome idol-king, 
Some ſelfiſh, paſſion-guided thing, 
Abhorring man, by man abhorr'd, 
Around whoſe throne ſtands trembling doubt, 


Whoſe jealous eyes {till rowl about, 
And murder with his reeking ſword ? 


Where trampling tyranny with fate 
And black revenge gigantic goes, 
Hark, how the dying infants ſhriek, 
How hopeleſs age is ſunk in woes, 

Fly, mortals, from that fated land, 
Tho' rivers rowl o'er golden ſand; 
Tho' birds in ſhades of caſſia ſing, 
Harveſts and fruits ſpontaneous riſe, 
No ſtorms diſturb the ſmiling ſcies, 
And each 1 breeze rich odours dane 


Britannia, watch remember peerleſs 1 1188 
Her high-tow'r'd head daſh'd meanly to the ground; 
Remember, freedom's guardian, Grecia's en, 
Whom weeping the deſpotic Turk has bound: 

May ne'er thy oak-crown'd hills, rich meads and downs, 
(Fame, virtue, courage, poverty, forgot) 


Thy 


> 


- - . OE Od gg 
, R * * . 1% g . 
r 8 1 0 s — . p - 5 \ 
— 7 — SY oy —— 2 1 
i 


1 
4 
L 
7 
1. 
* 
i 
EY 
1a 
© 
" F by 
KR 
127 
. 
2 
* 
, 
: c 
1 - 
WG 
"0 
a= 
bu 
x 
) 
2 * 
; 7. 
5 Ll 
J 
* 
F 
$ +: 7 
_ 1+ 
Wes 
£5! 
14:3 +08 
, 2 
1 
. 7 
* 
2 
2 4 
1 
1 
1 17 
4 
1 
* 
4 | i 
N 2 
9 
3 
N N 
A 
WS! 
$ * 
7 
+; 
* 93 
17 
WH. | 4 
1 
WE 
MY 
” " 
£.25 T5 
18 & 
4 
** 2 * 
5 
7 . i 
87 | 
1 
1 
* . 
— 
i *4 
1 * 
: 5 
1 * 
* 
1 
7 
. 
CHO 
2 ＋ 
5 
* \ 9 
N 4 
© 4. * 
: i 
3. ; 
\4 | n 
4s I 
4 MF 
. 
3 
' *y — 
* _ 
; it 
24,58 
» 
44. SR 
* 2 
4 5 
$.© q \ 
r 
$39 
* * 
1 
1 
£ 0 
= 
8 
" 7 N 
1 
7 { 
Ty 1 
A £ 
vs 
8 
13; 
. 
WW 
. 
pn. 
3 
1 
' i. 
4" 
1 Ts 
0 
8 
+ 
$ 
& 
** 
. 
"8 
13 
1 
4 
> — 
* 
* 
* 
* 
** 
** 
! 
4 
} 
LI 
4 
3 


e 


Thy peaceful villages, and buſy en, IN 
Be doom'd ſome: death-diſpenſing tyrant «lot; 1545 
On deep foundations may thy freedom ſtanld. 
Long as the ſurge ſhall laſh thy ſea-encircled land. 


| [008080000000 besen bene tl a | ö 


O DE TO HN & TA. 
| WRITTEN ON A RECOVERY FROM THE SMALL rox. 
BY THE SAME. 


Whether with Iaborious clowns 5 
In meads and woods thou lov'ſt to n 
In noify merchant- erouded towns, ́ 
Or in the temperate Brachman's cell; 
Who from the meads of Ganges? fruitful flood, 
Wet with ſweet dews colle&s his flowery food; 


In Bath or in Montpellier's plains, 
Or rich Bermudas? balmy iſle, | 

Or the cold north, whoſe far-clad fwains © | 
Ne'er ſaw the purple autumn ſmile, 
Who over Alps of ſnow, and defarts drear, ' 
By twinkling ſtar-light drive the flying deer; 


0 lovely 


Te 


6285 
O lovely queen of mirth and eaſe, 
Whom abſent, beauty, banquets, wine, 
Wit, muſic, pomp, nor ſcience pleaſe, ' - 
And kings on ivory couches pine. 
Nature's kind nurſe, to whom by gracious hs ; 
To ſooth ths pangs of toilſome life tis gv'n; ; 


To aid a Ore) wretch repair,:: © 
Let pale-ey'd grief thy preſence fly, 
The reſlleſs demon gloomy care, 
And meagre melancholy die; 
Drive to ſome lonely rock the giant pain, 
And bind him howling with a triple chain! 


O come, reſtore my aking ſight, 

Yet let me not on Laura gaze, 

Soon muſt I quit that dear delight, 

O'erpower'd by .be4uty's piercing rays 3 
Support my feeble feet, and largely ſhed _ 
Thy oil of ant, on d — head: 


"How ncuty den h mui; 
Till ſtopt by Metcalf 's ſkilful hand, 
To death's dark regions wide and waſt, 
And the black river's mournful ſtrand; 
Or to thoſe vales of joy, and meadows bleſt, 
Where ſages, heroes, patriots, poets reſt ; 


Where | 


(i 


Where Maro and Muſæus ſit 
| Liſt'ning to: Milton's loftier ſong, gm, 
With ſacred filent wonder ſmi ©. 
While, monarch of the tuneful throng, - 
Homer in rapture throws his trumpet down, 
And to the Briton gives his amaranthine crown. 


V 
ODE TO SUPERSTITION. 


SL, THE SAME. 


ENC E to 1 5 convent's 12 iſles, 
| Where chearful day-light never ſmiles, 
Tyrant, from Albion haſte, to {laviſh Rome 
There by dim tapers' hvid light, 
At the ſtill ſolemn hours of night, 1 8 13 
In penſive muſings y walk o'er en a as tomb. 


Thy hakins = Kt thy 1 ſteel, 

Thy venom'd darts, and barbarous wheel, 
Malignant fiend, bear from this iſle n 

Nor dare i in error's fetters bind 
One active, freeborn, Britiſh EY | 
That ſtrongly ſtrives to en e from thy Fray. 


Thou 
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Thou bad'ſt grim a Moloch's frowning pref 
Snatch ſcreaming infants from the breaſ , 
Regardleſs of the frantic mother's woes; 1 
Thou led'ſt the ruthleſs ſons of Spain 
To wond'ring India's golden plain, | 
From deluges of blood where tenfold harveſts roſe. 
But lo! how wilt art thou fled, 
When reaſon lifts his radiant head ; _ 
When his reſounding, awful voice they hear, 
Blind ignorance, thy doating fire, _ 
Thy daughter, trembling fear, retire ;/ 
And all thy ghaſtly train of terrors Argen 
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80 by the Magi h hail'd "IF fo 
When Phcebus mounts his early car, A 
The ſhrieking ghoſts to their dark charnels flock ; 
The full-gorg'd-wolves retreat, no more 
The prowling lioneſſes roar, 
But haſten with | their prey to Gs e deep-carera'd rocks 
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Hail then ; 70 friends af reaſon hail, 
Ye foes to myſt'ry's odious veil, 
To truth's high temple guide my 5 . 
Where Clarke and Wollaſton reſide, 
With Locke and Newton by their fide, _ 
While Plato fits: above enthron'd in endleſs light, 
eee Shared 51 e e ah OD k 
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ODE To A GENTLEMAN UPON HIS TRAVELS 
THROUGH nr Ver 
ee 


BY T H E 8 A.M Be 


my * 


HILE I with fond . care, 
For you my chorded ſhell prepare, f y 
And not e frame an humble lay, 
Where ſhall this verſe my Cynthio find, | 
What ſcene of art now charms your mind, = I 
Say, on what ſacred ſpot of Roman ground you ſtray ? 


Perhaps you cull each valleys a 
To ftrew o'er Virgil's laurell'd tomb, | | T 
Whence oft at midnight echoing voices ſound ; 
For at that hour of ſilence, there PE 
The ſhades of ancient bards repair, E 
To join in choral ſong his hallow'd urn around : 


Or wander in the cooling hade | 
Of ſabine bow'rs, where Horace ſtray d, L 
And oft repeat in eager thought elate, 
(As round in claflic ſearch you trace 5 
With curious eye the pleaſing place | \ 
« That fount he lov'd, and there beneath that hill he fate 


How 
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How longs my raptur'd breaſt with you 
Great Raphael's magic ſtrokes to view, 
To whoſe bleſt hand each charm the graces gave! 
. Whence each fair form with beauty grows.” YT 
Like that of Venus, when ſhe roſe ' 1 
Naked in n charms from ocean's hoary ware. 


As oft by roving fancy led 

To ſmooth Clitamnus* banks you Sei, 
What awful thoughts his fabled waters raiſe! 

While the low-thoughted ſwain, whoſe flock - 

Grazes around, from ſome ſteep rock 
With vole on his mazy courſe ara 1 


Now thro? the ri domes my muſe 
Your ſteps with eager flight purſues, 

That their cleft piles on Tyber's plains preſent, 
Among whoſe hollow-winding cells | 
Forlorn and wild Rome's genius dwells, 


His 200m 2 broke, and purple mantle rent. 


Oſt to thoſe moſſy ii walls, 
Thoſe caverns dark, and filent halls, 
Let me repair by midnight's paly fires ; 
There muſe on empire's fallen ſtate, 
And frail ambition's hapleſs fate, 


While more than mortal "—_ the folemn hene cine 


What 
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What luſt of pow'r from the cold north 

Could tempt thoſe Vandal-robbers forth, 
Fair Italy, thy vine-clad vales to waſt ? 

Whoſe hands profane, with hoſtile blade, 

Thy ftory'd temples dar'd invade, 
And all thy Parian ſeats of attic art defac'd! 


They, weeping art in fetters bound, 
And gor'd her breaſt with many a wound, 
And veil'd her charms in clouds of thickeſt night; 
Sad Poeſey, much-injur'd maid, 
They drove to ſome dim convent's ſhade, 
And quench'd in gloomy miſt her lamp's reſplendent light. 


There long ſhe wept, to darkneſs doom'd, 
Till Coſmo's hand her light relum'd, 
That once again in lofty Taſſo ſhone, 
Since has ſweet Spenſer caught her fire, 
She breath'd once more in Milton's lyre, 5 
And warm'd the ſoul divine of Shakeſpear, fancy's ſon, 


Nor ſhe, mild queen, will ceaſe to ſmile 
On her Britannia's much-lov'd iſle, 
Where theſe her beſt, her favourite three were born, 
While 2 Theron warbles Grecian ſtrains, | 
Or poliſh'd Dodington remains, | 
The ic drgoping train of arts to cheriſh and a 


2 The author of the pleaſures of imagination, 


'ODE 


E 


— OOO OO. OOO OOO O 
ODEBAGAINSTDESPALR, 


Fan F. 


| Fa thou dimpled « cherub j joy, 
Thou roſe-crown'd, ever-ſmiling boy, 
| Wont thy ſiſter hope to lead a 
To dance along the primroſe 1 mead! 
No more, bereft of happy hours, 5 
I ſeek thy lute-reſounding bow” rs, 
But to yon” ruin'd tower repair, 
To meet the god of groans, Deſpair ; | 
Who, on that i ivy- darken'd ground, 
Still takes at eve his ſilent round, 
Or fits yon” new-nrade. grave | belide, 
Where lies a frantic ſuicide : : 
While lab'ring ſighs: my ering break, 
Thus to the ſullen Power ſpeak: . 


T Haſte with thy poiſon'd dagger, haſte, | 
To pierce this forrow-laden breaſt ; hs 
« Or lead Mme at the dead of night, 

« To, ſome ſea- beat mountain” 8 height, 0 
% Whence with headlong haſte PII leap 


4.4 a 52 ; ; 


«© To the dark boſom of the deep; ; 
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Or ſhew me far from human eye, 
„ Some cave to muſe in, ſtarve and die, 
No weeping friend or brother near, 


« My laſt, fond, fault'ring words to hear! 


*T was thus with weight of woes oppreſt, 

I ſought to eaſe my bruiſed breaſt : 

When ſtraight more gloomy grew the made, 
And lo! a tall majeſtic maid! 

Her limbs, not delicately fair, 

Robuſt, and of a martial air; 

She bore of ſteel a poliſh'd ſhield, 

Where highly-ſculptur'd I beheld 


Th' Athenian *® martyr ſmiling ſtand, 


The baleful goblet in his hand; 


Sparkled her eyes with lively flame, 


And patience was the ſeraph's name ; 
Sternly ſhe look'd, and ſtern began— 

« 'Thy ſorrows ceaſe, complaining man, 
* Rouſe thy weak ſoul, appeaſe thy moan, 
Soon are the clouds of ſadneſs gone; 


e Tho? now in grief's dark groves you walk, 


« Where grieſly fiends around you ſtalk, 
«© Beyond, a bliſsful city lies, 


Far from whoſe gates each anguiſh flies : 


* Take thou this ſhield, which once of yore 
« Ulyſſes and Alcides wore, 


a Socrates: 


ce And 


( 239 
% And which in later days I gave 
To Regulus and Raleigh brave, 
« In exile or in dungeon drear . «+ 
«© Their mighty minds could baniſh fear ; 
Thy heart no tenfold woes ſhall feel, 
« *Twas virtue temper'd the rough ſteell, 
« And, by her heavenly fingers wrought 
“ To me the precious preſent brought, 
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BY THE SAME. 


' » FN Thou, that to the moon-light vale © 
Warbleſt oft thy plaintive tale, 

What time the village-murmurs ceaſe, 

And the ſtill eye is huſh'd to peace, /. _. ...- 

When now no buſy ſound is heard, 

Contemplation favourite bird! N 


Chauntreſs of , whoſe amorous ſong 
Firſt heard the tufted groves amonſg, 4 
Warns wanton: Mabba to begin | 7 

| Her revels on the circled green 
Whene'er by mepitation led ene N e 

3 . ſeek ſome diſtant mead, a 
ö 8 2 A ſhort 
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A ſhort repoſe of cares to find, 
And ſooth my love- diſtracted mind, 
O fail not then, ſweet Philomel, 
Thy ſadly-warbled woes to tell ; 
Ia ſympathetic numbers join 
Thy pangs of luckleſs love with mine! 


So may no ſwain's rude hand infeſt 
Thy tender young, and rob thy neſt ; 
Nor ruthleſs fowler's guileful ſnare 
Lure thee to leave the fields of air, 
No more to viſit vale or ſhade, 
Some barbarous virgin's captive made. 


LXERERREXLEXEEEELLERLE 


ODE TO A LADY WHO HATES THE COUNTRY. 
BY THE 'S'A ME. 


OW ſummer, daughter of the ſun, 
O'er the gay fields comes dancing on 
And earth o'erflows with joys; 
Too long in routs and drawing- rooms, 
The taſteleſs hours my fair conſumes 
Midſt folly, flattery, noiſe | | 
= Come 
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Come hear mild zephyr bid the oh; 
Her balmy-breathing buds diſcloſe, 


Come hear the falling all, 2 9 15 | | 


Obſerve the honey-loaded bee, 
The beech embower'd cottage ſee, 
Beſide yon” ſloping hill. 


By health awoke at early morn, 


We'll bruſh ſweet dews * thorn » 


And help unpen the fold 
Hence to yon” hollow oak we'll tray, | 
Where dwelt, as village-fables ſay, | 

An holy Druid old. 


Come wildly rove thro? deſart dales 
To liſten how lone nightingales 
In liquid lays complain; 

Adieu the tender, thrilling note, 

That pants in Monticelli's throat, 

And Handel's ſtronger ſtrain, 


<< Inſipid pleaſures theſe ! you cry, 

«« Muſt I from dear aſſemblies fly, 

0 ſee rude peaſants toil ? 

« For operas liſten to a birxd ? 

„ Shall b Sydney's fables be prefer'd 
« To my ſagacious Hoyle ? 
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Of purple pomp and robes of ſtate, 


O falſly fond of what ſeems great, 


And all life's tinſel glare 
Rather with humble violets bind, 


Or give to wanton in the wind 


Your length of ſable hair 


Soon as you reach the rural ſhade, - 


Will mirth, the ſprightly mountain-maid, 


Your days and nights attend, 
She'll bring fantaſtic ſport and ſong, 
Nor Cupid will be abſent long, 
Your true ally and friend, + + 
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0. I T-0 SOLITUDE. 


1 SA WE. 


HO U, that at deep dead of night 
Walk'it forth beneath the _ moon $ v1 5 
In oh of flowing black array d, 
While cypreſs-leaves thy brows oerſhade ; 3 


Liſt'ning to the crowing cock, 


And the diſtant-ſounding clock ; 
Or ſitting in thy cavern low, 
Dorn hear the bleak winds loudly blow, 


4 2630 


Or the hoarſe death-boding owl, 

Or village maiſtiff's wakeful howl, 
While through thy melancholy room 
A dim lamp caſts an awful gloom; 
Thou, that on the meadow green, 
Or daiſy'd upland art not ſeen, 

But wand'ring by the duſky nooks, 
And the penſive- falling brooks, _ 
Or near ſome rugged, herbleſs rock, 
Where no ſhepherd keeps his flock ! 

Muſing maid, to thee I come, 
Hating the tradeful city's hum 
O let me calmly dwell with thee, 
From noiſy mirth and bus neſs free, 
With meditation ſeek the ſkies, 
This folly-fetter'd world deſpiſe! 
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TH E lofty beeches, and their ſacred ſhale _ 
1 O'er Penſhurſt's flow'r-embroider'd vale diſplay'd, 
Have yet their glory: not that Sidney's hand 
% Marſhall'd in even ranks th' obſequious band; | 
8 „ Aa 


6264) 
Or his freſh garlands i in theſe bow'rs entwin'd, 


Whilſt all Arcadia open'd on his mind: 


But here ſweet Waller breath'd his am ous flame, 
And taught the groves his Sachariſſa- s name; 
Here met the muſe, while gentle love was by, 


That tun'd his lute, and wound the ftrings fo high * 


Still with th' enraptur'd ſtrains the valleys ring, 
And the groves flouriſh in eternal ſpring. 

Eternal ſpring ſmiles i in thoſe green retreats, 
«© No more the monarch's, Rill the muſe's ſeats,” | 


Where crown'd with tow'rs majeſtic Windſor ſtands, 


And the wide world beneath her feet commands: 
Not that her regal rampires boat the fame 


Of each great Edward's each great Henry? s name; 45 


Not that, in days of high-achiey'd renown, 
There Britain's genius fix'd his aweful throne, 
Encircled with that glorious blaze that ſprings | 
From conquer'd nations, and from captive kings : 


When each proud trophy moulders from the wall, 


And &en the imperial dome itſelf ſhall fall: 


When thoſe great names, the warrior and the ſage, 
Lie clouded in the dark hiſtoric page; 


Then ſhall the heav'n- born muſe (to whom belong 
The more than mortal- making pow'rs of ſong) | 


Throꝰ time's deep ſhades her ſacred light diſplay, 


And pour the beam of fame's eternal day. 
Queen of ſweet numbers and melodious ſtrains, 


If yet chou deign to viſit Britain” s plains; 


„„ r . ͤ . RT IIS 


( 265 ) 

If yet thy hallow'd haunts partake thy love, © 
Clear ſpring, enamel'd vale, or bow'ry prove 5 517 
O come, and range with me th? aſpiring glades, | 
Where Leiceſter ſpreads the lawns and forms the ſhades, 
On Holkham's plains bids Grecian ſtructures riſe, - 
And the tall column ſhoot into the ſkies; 
Beneath whoſe proud ſurvey, extended wide, 
New ſcenes, new beauties charm'on ev*ry fide; 
Here, crown'd with woods, the ſhaded hills aſcend, 
In open light there the low vales extend; 
Here in rich harveſts waves the ripen'd grain, 
And there freſh verdure cloaths the paſtur'd plain, 
Sweetly, intermix'd, and lovely to behold, 
As the green emerald enchas'd in gold. 

See where the limpid lake thro' pendent ſhades, 
The hills between, her liquid treaſures leads; 
And to the boughs, that fringe her criſped ſides, 
Holds the clear mirror of her cryſtal tides : |. 
Her cryſtal tides reflect the waving ſcene, 
Their ſilvery ſurface dark'ning into green; 
As on the ſteep banks, bending o' er the flood, 
Groteſque and wild up ſprings th' o'erſhadowing wood; 
Or the ſlope margent, with a ſofter riſe, 
Shade above ſhade, and rank o'er rank ſupplies 
The verdant baſis of yon' champain mound; 
Its hallow'd head with God's own temple crown'd : | 
The home-bound mariner from far deſcries, 
Emerging from the waves the tall tow'r riſe ; 
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With tranſport bids the ſolemn ſtructure hail, | 
And wing'd for Britain ſpeeds the flying fail. 

In nearer view, '*midit'the lawn's wide extent, 
That gently ſwells with an unforc'd aſcent, - 
In juſt proportion riſing on the ſight 
The ſtately manſion lifts its tow'ry height, 

And glitters o'er the groves. An oak beneath, 


That calls the cool gales thro” its boughs to breath, 


Where the ſun darts his fervid rays in vain, 
Like the great patriarch on Mamre's plain 

The princely Leiceſter ſits: the pageant pride 
Of cumbrous greatneſs baniſh'd from his ſide, 
In theſe bleſt bow'rs he plans the great deſign ; 
With heighten'd charms bids modeſt nature ſhine; 
Shows us magnificence allied to uſe, ' | 
Tho? rich, yet chaſte; tho? ſplendid, not "AFR 
Calls forth each beauty that from order ſprings ; 


From its lov'd Greece each honour'd ſcience brings; 


O'er art's fair train extends his gen'rous care; 
And bids each poliſli'd grace inhabit here. 

Nor theſe alone: here virtue loves to dwell, 
No cold recluſe ſelf-· cavernꝰd in a cell; 


Active and warm ſhe breathes a ave; part, 
Glows in the breaſt, and opens all the heart; 


To gen'rous deeds ſhe fires th* empaſſion'd mind, 
The ſubſtitute of heav'n to bleſs mankind ; 
She thr deſponding miſery's chearleſs = 


Pours joy, and gives neglected worth to bloom; 


L 
y 
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. 
dhe in each boſom ſtills the riſing ſigh, g 
And wipes off ev'ry tear from ev'ry eye, . 
She to yon' alins-houſe, boſom'd in the grove, 
From toil and cares bids age and want remove; 
There the tir'd eve of labour'd life to reſt, 

Fed by her hand, and by her bounty bleſt. (14 
Theſe, theſe are rays that round true greatneſs ſhine, 
And thine, bright Clifford! the full blaze is thine. . 

Bring the green bay, the fragrant myrtle bring, 

The violet glowing in the lap of ſpring; 

Bid the ſweet vallies ſend each honied flow'r, - 

Each herb, each leaf of aromatic pow'r ; 

The muſe's hand ſhall their mix'd odours | wary 

And ſtrew the ground where Clifford deigns to tread, 
In diſtant proſpect, ſinking from the eye, 

Low in the tufted dales the hamlets lie 

Where virgin innocence, and meek-ey'd peace, 

With calm content, the ſtraw-roof'd cottage bleſs ; 

And ftrong-nerv'd induſtry in pureſt flow _ _ 

Spreads o'er the vermeil cheek health's roſeate glow. 
More diſtant yet the throng'd commercial town, 

That makes the wealth of other worlds her own, 

Lifts her proud head, and ſees with ev'ry tide -- | 64 

Rich-freighted navies croud her harbour'd'fide: | = 

Or bids the parting veſſel ſpread the fail 

Looſe to the wind, and catch the riſing gale ; 

Whilſt the vaſt ocean, Albion's utmoſt bound, 

Rolls its broad wave, a world of waters, round. | 

„ In 


6 
In ſweet aſtoniſhment th' impatient mind 1 


Bids her free powers expatiate unconfin'd ; ; 
From ſcene to ſcene in rapid progreſs flies 
Glances from earth to ſeas, from ſeas to ſkies ; 1 
Delights to feel the great ideas roll, 1 
Swell on the ſenſe, and fill up all the ſoul. 1 
Not ſuch the ſcene, when o'er th'uncultur'd wild ( 
No harveſt roſe, no chearful verdure fmil'd ; G 
On the bare hill no tree was ſeen to ſpread ] 
The graceful foliage of its waving head; [ 
No breathing hedge-row form'd the broider'd bound 4 
Nor hawthorn bloſſom'd on th' unſightly n:; / 
Joy was not here; no bird of finer note | \ 
Pour'd the thick warblings of his dulcet throat; 1} 
E'en hope was fled ; and-o'er the chearleſs plain, / 
A waſte of ſand, want held her unbleſs'd reign. | [ 
Lo, Leiceſter comes ! before his maſt'ring hand | p 
Flies the rude genius of the favage land 8 
The ruſſet lawns a ſudden verdure wear; | | ci 
Starts from the wond'ring fields the golden ear; 1 
Up riſe the waving woods, and haſte to crown c 
The hill's bare brow, and ſhade the ſultry down: c 
The ſhelter'd traveller ſees, with glad ri, Pere « 
O'er trackleſs wilds th' extended rows ariſe: 0 
| And, as their hoſpitable branches ſpread, _ Fo c 
: Bleſſes the friendly hand that form'd the ſhade: - Af «© 
; | Joy blooms around, and chears the peaſant's toil, ci 
; As ſmiling plenty decks the cultur'd foil; _ 1 ＋ 
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The bright'ning fins a kinder genius own, 
And nature finiſhes What art begun. 

But can the verſe, tho' Philomela deign, 
To breath her ſweet notes thro? the warbled ſtrain ; 
Tho? ev'ry muſe and ev'ry grace ſhou'd {mile, 
And raptures raiſe the honey-ſeeped ſtyle ; 
Can the verſe paint like nature? can the pow'r, 
That wakes to life free fancy's imag' d ſtore, 
Boaſt charms like her's ? or the creative hand -. 
In blended tints ſuch beauteous ſcenes. command, 
Tho' learned Pouſſin gives each grace to flow, 
And bright Lorrain's ethereal colours glow ? 
Vet peerleſs is the pow'r of ſacred ſong, 


That burſts in tranſport from the muſes tongue : . 


And, hark! methinks her hallow'd voice I hear 
In notes mellifluous ſtealing on the ear 8 05 
Now clearer, and yet clearer trills the ſtrain, 


Swells thro' the grove, and melts along the plain 


© Ye nymphs, that love to range the lillied vale, 
« Where ſtreams the ſilver fount of Acidale ; 

« Ye, that in Pindus“ laurel'd groves abide, 
% Or haunt Cyllene's eypreſs:ſhaded ſide; 


Or braid your fine. wreaths in the pearly caves, 


«© Where fam'd Illiſſus rolls his attic waves; 
«© Whilſt the barbarian's rude unletter'd race 


« Profane.your grottos, and your bow'rs. deface, 
© See, Leiceſter.courts you to th'. Icrenian ſhore, 


Studious your long · loſt honous to reſtore! 
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« See, the fair rival of your native ſeats 


* Aonian Holkham opens all its ſweets ; 


« Deign then, ye ſacred ſiſters deign to tread 

« The rich-embroidery of yon velvet mead, 
As freſh, as lovely as your lilied vale, F 
« Where ſtreams the filver fount of Acidale: 

If old Cyllene's cypreſs-ſhaded bow'r, 


Or Pindus' laurel'd mount delight you more; 


Go, ſweet enthuſiaſts! ſoftly-filent rove, 

The ſtudious mazes of the twilight grove ; 

4 Or, at the foot of ſome hoar elm reclin'd, | 
«© Wake the high thought that ſwells the raptur'd wind: 
«© Or penſive liſten to the ſolemn roar 

« Of whitening billows breaking on the ſhore: 

« If the majeſtic domes, whoſe tow'ry pride 

« Glitter o'er fam'd Iliſſus' attic tide, | 

« Your ſteps detain ; yon' princely ſtructure view 

« Grac'd with each finer art your Athens knew! _ 
“ Each finer art to juſt perfection brought, 


„ All that Vitruvius and Palladio thought; 


The trophied arch; the porphyry-pillar'd hall; 


True ſculptur'd Urne that breath un ty the e wall; ; 


« Lycæan Pan; the faun's Arcadian race; 

« The huntreſs-queen's inimitable grace; ** 

« Athenian Pallas clad in radiant arms; 

« Heav'ns empreſs conſcious of her ſighted charms 3 ; 
« Your own Apollo, on whoſe poliſh'd brow - 


% Youth blooms, and grace, and candor” $ brightning glow; 


Gods, 


eee eee 


Think on the God, whom thou, and I ado rec, 
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60 Gods, hve ſages, an illuſtrious Sind, 
« Court you to Holkham's conſecrated SG | 

« Haſte then, ye ſacred ſiſters ! haſte, and OE? * 

« 'The laurel ſteepꝰd in the Caſtalian ſpring ; ' 

« On the choice bough a purer fragrance . 

« And twine for Leiceſter's brow th* unfading wreath. “ 

She ceas'd the raptur'd ſtrain; and dear to fam 

Flows the nN Yerie ps ieee nn 06 ** 
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T H E POOR MAN's PRAYER. 

MID 8 ˙7 the more e toils of "vg 7 # ö 

The counſels lab'ring in thy patriot 0. 

Tho? Europe from thy voice expect her fate 
And thy keen N17 extend from Rane to pot, i 


O Chatham, 1 in ancient virtue's lore, 
To theſe ſad ftrains incline a fav? ring ear ; 


Nor turn unpitying f.om-the poor man's prayer. 


Ah me! how bleſt was once a peaſant's life! 
No lawleſs paſſion ſwell'd my even breaſt; 

Far from the ſtormy waves of civil ſtrifec, 7 
Sound were my e and my. heart at ae. + os of 
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Enn 


i I ne'er for guilty, painful labours rov'd, - | 
li But taught by nature, and by choice to wed, | 
| From all the hamlet cull'd whom beſt I lov'd, 
{ With her I ſtaid my heart, with her my bed. 
| . | | 
To gild ber worth I aſd no wealthy power, | 
My toil could feed her, and my arm defend; ; 
4 In youth, or age, in pain, or pleaſure's hour, h 
| The ſame "nd huſband, een N friend. 
And ſhe, the faithful partner of my care, ] 
When ruddy evening ſtreak'd the weſtern ky, 
Look'd towards the uplands, if her mate was there, 
Or thro” the enn caſt an pegs ** 
Then, awoke matron, „ e the ah | \ 
With ſavoury herbs, and pick'd the nicer as | 
From ſuch plain food as nature could afford, , 
Ere ſimple nature was debauch'd by art. 
| While I, contented with my homely cheer, - : 
3 Saw round my knees my prattling children play; 
ö And oft with pleas'd attention ſat to hear : 
; The little hiſtory of their idle day. 
But ah! how chang'd the ſcene! on the cold ſtones, . 
Where wont at night to blaze the chearful fire, k 


Pale famine fits, and counts her naked bones, 


Still ſighs for food, ſtill pines with vain deſire. 


My 
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My faithful wife with ever - ſtreaming eyes 
Hangs on my boſom her dejected head; 
My helpleſs infants raiſe their feeble cries, 
And from their 8 claim their daily bread. 
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Dear tender pledges of my honeſt love, 
On that bare bed behold. your brother lie 
Three tedious days with pinching want he ſtrove, 
The fourth, I ſaw the helplefs cherub die. 
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Nor long ſhall ye remain. With ſavage four © 
Our tyrant lord commands us from our home ; ; 
And arm'd with cruel laws coercive power | 
Bids me and mine o'er barren mountains roam 
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Yet never, Chatham, have I paſo d n Levant en ene 
In riot's orgies, or in idle eaſe; - F 
Ne'er have I ſacrific'd to ſport and 8 
Or wiſh'd a pamper'd appetite to pleaſe. 
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Hard was my fare, and conſtant was my toil, Hl 
Still with the morning's orient light I roſe, e 

Fell'd the ſtout oak, or rais'd the lofty pile 
Parch'd the ſun, in dark December froze. 


Is i it, that nature with a niggard TY i 38 | 
Withholds her gifts from theſe once Ground plains? at 

Has God, in vengeance to a guilty land, Dy 
Sent * and famine to her — ſwains 1 


(92 


Ah, no; yon hill, where daily. ſweats my brow, 
A thouſand flocks, a thouſand herds adorn ;_ 


Von field, where late I drove the painful plow, © - 


| Feels all her acres crown'd with wavy corn. 


But what avails, that o'er the furrow'd ſoil. 
In autumn's heat the yellow harveſts riſe, 
If artificial want elude my toil, | 
Untaſted plenty wound my craving eyes ? 


What profits, that at diſtance I behold EL 
My wealthy neighbour's fragrant ſmoke aſcend, 
If ſtill the griping cormorants withhold | 
The fruits which rain and genial ſeaſons ſend ? 


I thoſe fell vipers of the public weal _ 
Vet unrelenting on our bowels prey ; | 
If ſtill the curſe of penury we feel, 
And in the midſt of plenty pine away? 


In every port the veſſel rides ſecure, 

That wafts our harveſt to a foreign ſhore ; 

While we the pangs of preſſing want endure, 
The ſons of ſtran gers riot on our ſtore. 


0 generous Chatham, ſtop thoſe fatal fails, 


Once more with outſtretch'd arm thy Britons ſave ; * 


The unheeding crew but waits for fav ring gales, 
0 op them, ere they ſem Italia $ Wave. 


From 


„ 
From thee alone J hope for inſtant aid, 4 
Tis thou alone canſt ſave my childrens breath; 
O deem not little of our cruel need, _ 
O haſte to help up, for delay is death. 


So may nor ſpleen, nor envy blaſt thy name, 
Nor voice profane thy patriot acts deride ; 

Still may'ſt thou ſtand the firſt in honeſt fame, 
Unſtung by folly, vanity, or pride, 


So may thy languid limbs with ſtrength be brac'd, 
And glowing health ſupport thy active ſoul ; 
With fair renown thy public virtue grac'd, 
Far as thou bad'ſt Britannia's thunder roll. 


Then joy to thee, and to thy children peace, 
The grateful hind ſhall drink from plenty's horn: 
And while they ſhare the cultur'd land's increaſe, 
The poor ſhall bleſs the day when Pitt was born, 
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FIVE PASTORAL*BCLOGUES, 


"RD © OT V0 2 
LYCAS AND ALPHON. | 


ALPHON. 
R I S E, my Lycas: in yon' woody wilds 
From a rough rock in deep encloſure hid 
Of thickeſt oaks, a guſhing fountain falls, 
And pours it's airy ſtream with torrent pure: 
Which late returning from the field at eve 
I found, invited by it's daſhing found, 
As thro? the gloom it ſtruck my paſſing ear. 
Thither I mean to drive our languid flocks; | 
Fit place to cool their thirſt in mid-day hour. 
Due weſt it riſes from that blaſted beech ; 
The way but ſhort :—come, Lyon, rouze by dog; 3 
Let us be gone. 5 
L VAS. 
| Alas, my friend, of flock, 
Of ſpring, or ſhepherd's cies to me is vain 
To tell: my fav'rite lamb, the ſolace dear 
Of theſe grey locks, bs ſweet _ ſole . 


e The Fre of theſe eclogues are hl to lie among gthe e 
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Is 
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© © 2 

Is ſnatch'd by cruel fate]! an armed band 

On neighing ſteeds elate, in wide array 

Trampled the youngling, as the vale along 

At eve _ pals, beneath their whelming march. 

ALPHON. _ 

Such thering I heard, as in the neighb'ring yard 

I wander'd to reduce a ſtraggling ewe 

Eſcap'd the fold: what time the grieſly owl 

Her ſhrieks began, and at the wonted elm 

The cows awaiting ſtood Lucilla'n hand. 

When ſtrait with ſudden fear alarm'd I tart, 

And liſt'ning to the diſtant-echoing ſteps. 

Of unſeen horſemen with attentive ear, 

I ſtand aloof. But why this deep-felt grief? 

Merits ſuch loſs * tears and black drip? | 
LY CAS. 

Alphon, no more to Lycas now remains, 

Since he my laſt and lateſt care is loſt! _ | 

Thou know'ſt my little fleck ; three tender ewes 

Were all my mean ambition wiſh or ſought. 

Ev'n now nine days, and nine revolving . 

Are paſt, ſince theſe the Moldaw's raging flood 

Swept with their wattled cotes, as o'er it's banks 

It roſe redundant, ſwoln with beating rains, 

And deep immers'd beneath its whirling wave. 

Iwak'd at early dawn, and to the field 

L iſſusd to purſye my wonted toil, 

When lo! ! nor flocks, nor wattled cotes I ſaw 
T 3 


But 
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But all that met my wand'ring eyes around, 
Was deſolation ſad. Here ſtatelieſt oaks | 
Torn from their roots, with broken branches lay 
In hideous ruin: there the fields, that laugh d 
With rip'ning corn, of all their charms deſpoiled, 
With oozy fragments ſcatter'd waſte and wild 
Were ſeen. I curſt the wicked ſpirit n 
That in the ruin'd abbey's darkeſt cell, 5710 
(That ſtands immur'd amid yon? loneſome piles) 
I bound with triple chains: his magic pow'r © 
Oſt' times with howling ſtorms, and thunder loud 
Deforms the night, and blackens nature's face. 
His tempeſts ſwell'd the Moldaw's riſing ſtreams, 


| Aud thus o'erwhelm'd my flock. —But this my heart 


Had learn'd to bear, at length to comfort's voice 
It had obey'd, and all its woes forgot; 
When ah! too ſoon returning woes invade 
My breaſt, juſt riſing from its former ſtroke. 
When this, the ſole ſurvivor, of my flock, 

_ Follows his loſt companions ;' while a wretch 


=P J here remain, deſerted and forlorn ! © 


He too had dy'd beneath the whelming furge, 
Had not the ſhelter of my low-rooft cott | 
That fatal night preſerv'd him; where at eve 

I hap'ly plac'd him with providing care, 


Leſt the fell ſtorm, which yet from ſouthern clouds 


Threaten'd deſtruction, and to low'r began, 
Might \ violate his tender-bloomin g age. 


ALPHON) 
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: ALPHON. 
With piteous eye, and ſympathizing heart. 
Thy tears I view,—Theſe ſcenes of war and n 5 | 
The calm repoſe of every field invade ! 4 ö 
Myſelf had fall'n a victim to their rage, 
As in deep dead of night my cave beneath is 11441 
L lay diſſolv'd in ſleep, with warning voice e 
Had not my dog alarm'd with wond'ring ear. 
When ſtraight approach'd the cave a ſavage throng 
With barb'rous arms, and habit fierce and wild, 
With ſtern demeanour and defying loose 
Terrify; which the moon's pale-glimm' ring rays 
Preſented to my fight, as in the boughs, 75 8 
Cloſe ſhrouded, of a neighb' ring pine I ſat 
(Where ſudden fear had driv'n me to evade 
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Impending fate, unconſcious and amaz'd) 01841 it 
Secure, but trembling, and in chilly damps  _ Wo 
My limbs bedew'd.—The monſters as they paſt, if 
With dire confuſion all the cavern filld;  - 4 
Hurl'd to the ground my ſerip, and beechen cup, 5 


Diſpers'd the ſhaggy ſkins that form my bed, 
And o'er the trampled floor had ſcatter'd wide 
A hoard of choiceſt cheſnuts, which I cull'd 
With nice-diſcerning care, and had defi gn'd 
A preſent to my beauteous Roſalinde. 
Alas! with them her love had been obtain'd, 
And me to n ſhe had then preferr'd! 
5 K 4 1  _LYCON, 


V, 
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| . LYCON, 
Shepherd, on thee has fortune kindly ſmil'd; 
*T'is mine to feel her grief-infliting hand! 
Alas! each object that I view around et g 
Recalls my periſh'd darling to my fight, | 
And mocks me with his loſs ! ſee there the ſpring 
Where oft he wont to ſlake his eager thirſt! | 


And there the beech, beneath whoſe breezy ſhade  . 


He lov'd to lie, cloſe covert from the ſun! 

See yet the bark ſmooth-worn and bare remains, 
Where oft the youngling rubb'd his tender fide! 
Ah! what availd my care, and foreſight vain ? 
That day he fell oppreſs'd by whelming ſteeds. 
This hand had built a bow'r of thickeſt boughs 
Compos'd, and wove with intermingling leaves, 
Impervious to the ſun; and ſtrew'd the floor 
With choiceſt hay, that in the ſecret ſhade 

He might repoſe, nor feel the dog-ſtar's beam! 
But why this ſad, repeated track of woe 

I fill purſue? Farewel, my Alphon dear, 

To diſtant fields, and paſtures will I go, 
Where impious war, and diſcord, nurſe of blood, 
Shall ne'er profane the ſilence of the groves, 


' ECLOGUE 
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HOOK FRI 


ACIS AND ALCYON. | 


Als. 
HIL E in the boſom of this deep receſs 
The voice of war has loſt its madding ſhouts, 
Let us improve the tranfient hour of peace, 
And calm our troubled minds with mutual ſongs ; 
While this receſs conſpiring with the muſe 
Invites to peaceful thoughts; this cavern deep, 
And theſe tall pines that nodding from the rock 
Wave o'er its mouth their umbrage black, and caſt 
A venerable gloom, with this clear fount 
That cleaves the riven ſtone and fills the cave 
With hollow-tinckling ſounds. Repeat the ſong 
Which late, Alcyon, from thy mouth I heard, 
As to the ſpring we drove our thirſting flocks ; 
It tells the charms of grateful ee : 
Begin, Alcyon : Acis in return 
Shall ling the praiſes of the dawning morn. 
# ALETON' 

Behind the hills when finks the weſtern "IE 
And falling dews breath fragrance thro? the air, 

Refreſhing every field with coolneſs mild ; 


Then 
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Then let me walk the twilight meadows green, 
Or breezy up-lands, near thick-branching elms, 
While the ſtill landſcape ſooths my ſoul to reſt, 
And every care ſubſides to calmeſt peace: 

The miſts ſlow-riſing from the rivers dank, 

The woods ſcarce ſtirring at the whiſp'ring wind, 
The ſtreaky clouds, that tinge their darken'd tops 
With ruſſet hues, and fainter gleams of light, 
The ſolitude that all around becalms | 

The peaceful air conſpire to wrap my ſoul 

In muſings mild, and nought the ſolemn ſcene 
And the ſtill ſilence breaks; but diſtant ſounds 
Of bleating flocks, that to their deſtin'd fold 
The ſhepherd drives; mean-time the ſhrill-tun'd bell 
Of ſome lone ewe that wander's from the reſt, 
Tinkles far- off, with ſolitary ſoun dess 
The lowing cows that wait the milker's hand, 
The cottage-maſtiff's bark, the joyous ſhouts 

Of ſwains that meet to wreſtle on the green, 
Are heard around. But ah! ſince ruthleſs war 
Has ravag'd in theſe fields, ſo tranquil once, 

Too oft alas the din of claſhing arms 

And diſcord fell diſturbs the ſofter fcene ! 

Thy ſweet approach delights the wearied ox, 
While in looſe traces from the furrow'd field 


| He comes: thy dawn the weary reaper loves, 


Who long had fainted in the mid-day ſun, 
Pleas'd with the cooler hour, along the vale 


Whiſtling 
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Whiſtling he home returns to kiſs his babes, 
With joyful heart, his labour's ſweet reward ! 
But ah! what ſudden fears amaze his ſoul © 
When near approaching, all before he ſees 
His lowly cottage and che village round 
Swept into ruin by the hand of war, 
Diſpers'd his children, and his much-lov'd wife, 
No more to glad his breaſt with home fele-jays 1; 
I too, when in my watled cotes are laid 

My ſupping flock, rejoice to meet my dear, 
My fair Lauretta, at the wonted oak; 

Or haply as her milking-pail ſhe bears 
Returning from the field, to eaſe her arm, 
(Sweet office!) and impart my aiding hand! 


+ # * 
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Thy charms (O beauteous evening) ſhall be 6 5 


As long as theſe tall pines ſhall wave their heads, 

8 Or this clear fountain cleave the riven ſtone ! 
ACIS. 

Sweet are the dews of eve; her fragrance greetz 3 

Sweet are the pine - topt hills at ſaltry-noon ; 

Sweet 1s the ſhelter of the friendly grot 

To ſheep, and ſhepherd, at impending ſtorms ; 

But ah! leſs ſweet the fragrant dews of eve ; 

Leſs ſweet the pine- topt hills at ſultry noon ; 

Leſs ſweet the ſhelter of the friendly grots, 

Than when the riſing ſun with roſy beam 

Peeps o'er the village-top, and o'er the fields, 

The woods, the hills, the ſtreams, and level meads, 


Scatters 
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Scatters bright ſplendors and diffuſive joy! 

As to his flock the ſhepherd iſſues forth, 
Printing new footſteps in thedewy vale, 
Each object of the joyous ſcene around 
Vernal delight inſpires, and glads his heart 
Unknowing of the cauſe, with new-felt see ! 
The chaunt of early birds on every buſh, 
The ſteaming odours of the freſn- blown flow'rs— 

Alco. 
Ceaſe, Acis, ceaſe thy ſong :—from yonder hilt, 
Whoſe lofty ſides incloſe this ſecret ſeat, 
Our flocks, that graze along its verd'rous brow, 

Tumultuous ruſh, as truck with ſudden fright : 

And hark, methinks I hear the de athful ſounds N 
Of war ann its thunders roar! 


ac is. 


| Kind heav? n preſerve my wife and children . ä 


Alas! I fear the ſound, that louder now 

Swells in the wind, and comes with fuller din, 

Is near my cottage ; which, thou know'ſt my friend, 

Stands at the ſpring, that iſſues from beneath 

That riſing hill, faſt by the branching elm! 
ALCYON. 

| See, ſee, my friend, what darkſome ſpires ariſe 

Of wreathing ſmoak, and blacken all the ſæy !— 

Nearer and nearer comes the threat*ning voice, 

And more diſtinguiſh'd ſtrikes our trembling ear! 


But 
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But Io! the foes advance above the hill; 

I ſee their glitt'ring arms begin to gleam ! 
Come let us flie, and in the deepeſt nook, 

The inmoſt cayern of this winding grott, 

Cloſe ſhroud ourſelves, left in the gen'ral ſtream 
Of thouſands thronging _ we fall oppreſt. 
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HEN fable midnight on the fields and woods 
| Had ſpread her mantle dark, then wander'd forth 
The penſive Alcon, and the boſom deep 
Of a wild wood with ſolitary ſteps, 
There to lament his wretched fate, he ſought. 
Him, late as o'er the vale at coming eve 
Joyful he walk'd with his Lucilia dear, 
A ſoldier ſtern-advancing on his ſteed, 
Robb'd of his love and tore the beauteous maid 
With brutal hand from his contending arms, 
Weeping in vain, and ſhrieking for his aid, 
And frowning bore the precious prize away. 
The wood, whoſe ſhades the plaintive ſhepherd ſought, 
Was dark and pathleſs, and by neighb'ring feet 
Long time untrod: for there in ancient days 
Two knights of bold empriſe, and high renown, 
Met in fierce combat, to diſpute the prize 
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Of beauty bright, whoſe valiant arm ſhou'd win 
A virgin fair, whoſe far-emblazon'd charms 
With equal love had ſmote their rival breaſts. 
The knight who fell beneath the victor's ſword, 
Unhears'd and reſtleſs, from that fatal day 
Wanders the hated ſhades, a ſpectre pale; 
And each revolving night, are heard to ſound 
Par from the inmoſt bow'r of the deep wood, 
Loud ſhrieks, and hollow groans, and rattling chains, 
When the dark ſecrets of the grove he gain'd, 
Beneath an ancient oak his weary limbs 
He laid adown, and thus to plain began. 

This midnight deep to plaintive love accords; 
This loneſome ſilence, and theſe hideous ſhades, 
That in this darkſome hour I dare to tread , 

And all the horrors of this fearful place, 
Will ſuit a wretch, abandon'd to deſpair !— - 

But ah !—what means this ſudden fear, that creeps. 
In chilly ſweats o'er all my trembling limbs? 
What hollow whiſp'ring ſounds are thoſe hear, 
From yonder glade ?—do not J hear his voice? 
Does not the knight, that in theſe ſhades was ſlain, 
Call me to come, and beckon with his hand! 
Do not I ſee his viſionary ſword 
Wav'd in bright circles thro! the murky air "Or 
Does not he point his wounds ?— be ſtill, my fears: IF 
*'Tis vain illuſion all, and phantaſie. 

Theſe fears my W brain ſuggeſts 3 


Alas, 
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Alas, they will not bring me back my love !— 
Who now, perhaps, amid the thronging camp 
On earth's cold breaſt reclines her weary head, 
A helpleſs virgin, ſubje& to the wi 
Of each rude raviſher, and diſtant far 
From her dear Alcon, and her native fields— 
Ill will the hardſhips of inclement fkies 
Suit with her tender limbs; the various toils 
Of plainful marches ; her unwonted ears, 


How bear the trumpet, and the ſounds of war; 


This taſk is hard indeed—but ſoon, alas! 

At will her ſavage lord may caſt her off, 
And leave her to ſucceeding ſcenes of woe! 

I ſee my dear Lucilia, once my own, 

Naked and hungry, tread the penſive ſteps 
Of deſolation, doom'd to wander o'er, 
Helpleſs and vagabond, the friendleſs earth! 

I hear her ſigh for Alcbn and her home; 
And aſk for bread at ſome proud palace gate 
With unavailing voice! this toilſome ſcene, - 
Alas, how diff'rent from the ſmoother paths 
Of rural life, my dear was wont to tread! 
Forth to the field to bear the milking-pail 
Was all her wont; to tread the tedded graſs, 
To tend her fathers? flock ; beneath the oak 
To ſnatch her dinner ſweet, and on-the green 
With the companions of her age to ſport ! | 
In vain I now expect the coming on 
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Of dew- bath' d eve, to meet my wonted love; 

No more I hear the wood-girt vallies ring | 
With her blythe voice, that oft has bleſt mine My ET 
As 1 in the diſtant ſhade I fate unſeen ; 

No more I meet her at the wonted ſpring, 

Where each revolving noon ſhe daily went 

To fill her pitcher with the cryſtal flood !— 
If in her native fields the hand of death 5 
Had ſnatch'd her from my arms, I could have born 
The fatal ſhock with leſs-repining heart; 

For then I could have had one parting kiſs; 
I cou'd have ſtrewn her hearſe with faireſt flow'rs, 
And paid the laſt ſad office to my dear !— 

Return, my ſweet Lucilia, to my arms; 
At thy return, all nature will rejoice. 

Together will we walk the verdant vales, 

And mingle ſweet diſcourſe with kiſſes ſweet, 
Come, I will climb for thee the knotted oak, 

To rob the ſtock: dove of his feathery young; 

Pl ſhew thee where the ſofteſt cowſlips ſpring, 

And cluſt'ring nuts their laden branches bend; 
Together will we taſte the dews of morn; | 
Together ſeek the grotts at ſultry noon ; 
Together from the field at eve return 
What have I ſaid ? what painted ſcenes of bliſs 

My vain imagination has diſplay'd ! ; 
Alas ſhe's gone, ah, never to return! 

Farewell my paſt' ral pipe, and Dy. dear flock ; 


Farewell 


Farewell my faithful . my ae er haunts 
Farewell, or cave, or fountain, or freſh ſhade, . 
Farewell; and: thou, my low-rooft cott, farewell !— 
Here will I lie, and telleſt welves, that roam 
This ſavage foreſt, ſhall deyour my limbs, 

Unwept, ehe in a place unknown! 
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MYCon cud | PHIL AN Tu 2 8. 


; ur. F 
ELCOM E, Philanthes, to thy native fields; 
Thrice three revolving moons are gone and paſt, 
Since firſt you parted from your father's cot, 
To drive to paſtures far remote your flock. 
Since that, alas, how. oft has ſavage war 
Diſturb'd our dwellings, and defac'd our fields! 
\  PHILANTHES. 

Mycon, each object that I view around, 
Speaks ruin and deſtruction. See, my friend, 
The ancient wood, whoſe venerable ſhades . 
So oft have ſhelter'd us from noon-day ſans ; ; 
80 oft have echo'd to the lowing herds 

That fed wide-wandering in the neighb'ring vales, 
The ſoldier's ax has levell'd with the ground, | | 
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And to the fun expos'd i its darkſome bowrs : 
The diſtant villages, and blue-topt hills, 


The far-ſtretch'd meads appear, and meet mine eyes, | 


That erſt were re intercepted by the grove. 
MYC OV. 

How is the wonted face of all things chang'd? 

Thoſe trees, by whoſe aſpiring tops we knew, 

The ſun's aſcent at noon, unerring mark, 

No more are ſeen to tell the coming hour. 

How naked does the winding rill appear, 

Whoſe banks its pendant umbrage deep-imbrown'd, 

And far. inveſted with its arborous roof, 

As by its ſide it roll'd its ſecret ſtreams 3 

How oft, alas! thoſe ſhadowy banks along 

| (Cloſe ſolitude!) my Roſalind and I 


Have walk'd in converſe ſweet, and link'd in love! * 


But tell me, dear Philanthes, are the fields, 
Which late you left, like ours by war oppreſt, 
Alike 1 in tumult and confuſion wrapt? _ | 

PHILANTHES, 

Mycon, Pl tell thee wonders paſt belief, 

It hap'd one morn, when firſt the dawning ſun 

Began to chear the light-cnliven'd earth, 

Caught with ſo bright a ſcene, I ſought the fields 

Before my wonted hour, and roving wide 

Among the vales, the villages and woods, 

Where'er my fancy led, or pleaſure call'd, 

I chanc'd upon a neighb'ring hill to ſtray, 


To 
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To view the glit'ring proſpect from „„ 
Of che broad Rhine, that roll'd his y waves beneath, | | 
Amid the level of. extended meads ; "Big 
When * lo! eber yet I gain'd its lofty bro, 
The ſound of daſhing floods, and. daſhing arms, 
And neighing ſteeds, confuſive ſtruck mine ear. 
Studious to know what tumult was at hand, TY 
With ſtep advent'rous I adyanc'd, and gain 8 
With tim' rous care and cautious . 
Sudden a burſt of brightness ſmote my ſight, _ WH Sg, 
From arms, and all th? imblazonrie E 
Reflected far, while ſteeds, and men, and arms 
Seem'd floating wide, and ftretch'd in vaſt array 
O''er the broad boſom of the big- ſwoln flood, 
That daſhing roll d its beamy waves between. 
The banks promiſeuous ſyarm'd with thronging troops, 
Theſe on the flood embarking, thoſe appear'd. 
Crow ding the adyerſe, ſhore, already paſt, 
All was confuſion, all tumultuous din, 
I trembled as I look'd, tho? far above, 
And in one blaze their arms were blended bright 
With the broad ſtream, while all the glining ſcene 
The morn illum'd, and i in one ſplendor clad. 
Struck at the ſight, 1 leſt with headlong | haſte _ 1 
The AT: -brow'd hill, and ver thy extended vales, 155 


2 It may be ſuppoſed Faroe in theſe lines the ſhepherd is giving an | account 
of rauen Charles's paſing the Rhine. 
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The wood-girt lawns 1 ran, nor luck d ly Pake, >  K 

Till at my flock chick-panting Earffgd A bond oth T0 

And drove far off, beneath a detp-atth'eave, ku Yard i: POL” 

But come, my friend, inform me in return, 53 155 00 

Since this 45 abſence What has here fell out. 1 

5 MYCON. Ew 

Doſt thou remember at the river's fide | uo. ner 2 

That ſolitary convent, all be hind 1 NY 

Hid by the covert of a mantling * . 

One night, when all was Wipe in darkneſs 6 deep eee 

An armed troop on rage and rapine A 

Pour'd oer the fields and ravag'd all they met; 

Nor did that ſacred pile eſcape their arms, > 

| Whoſe walls the murderous band to ruin ſwept, q 5 

And filPd its caverns deep with armed throngs © = 

Greedy of ſpoil, and ſnatch'd their treaſures old 
From their dark ſeats: the ſhrieking ſiſters fled 

| Diſpers'd and naked thro? the fields and woods, 

While fable night conceal'd their wand'ring ſteps. 

Part in my moſs-grown cottage ſhelter ſought, 

Which haply ſcap'd their rage, in ſecret glade 
Immerſed deep.—I roſe at early morn, 

With fearful heart to view the ruin'd dome, 

Where all was deſolation, all appear d 

The ſeat of horror, and devouring war. 

The deep receſſes, and the gloomy nooks, 

The vaulted iſles, and ſhrines of imag'd ſaints, 

The caverns worn by holy knees appear'd, 

And to the ſun were op'd.— In muſing thought 


ah Ih. 


I faid 


J faid, as on the pile I bent my brow— 
his feat to future ages will appear, 5 
« Like that which ſtands faſt by the piny rock; 
«© Theſe filent walls with ivy ſhall be hung, 
« And diſtant times ſhall view the ſacred pile, 
« Unknowing: how it fell, with pious awe! 
The pilgrim here ſhall viſit, and the ſwain 
“ Returning from the field at twilight grey, 
“ Shall ſhpn go paſs, this way, ſubdued by fear, 
f And flank his courſe acroſs the adverſe vale!” 
PHILANTHES. 
Mycon, thou ſee that cow, which ſtands in cool 
Amid yon ruſhy lake, beneath the ſhade 
Of willow green, and ruminates at eaſe, © 
The watry herbage that around her floats. 
That way my buſineſs leads. I go to greet 
My 5 and wy wonted cottage « dear. 
i © MYCON. 
Come, let us go: my path is that way too. 
Come, my Philanthes, and may piteous heav'n 
Indulge more happy days, and calm our griefs | 
Alas l I thought ſome trouble was at hand, 
And long before preſag'd the coming ſtorm, 
Ev'n when the light'ning one diſaſtrous night 
Blaſted the hoary oak, whoſe ample boughs 
Imbow'r my cottage ; and as on the graſs 
At noon I ſlept, a ſerpent's ſudden hiſs, Mag 
Broke my ſweet reſt !—But eome, let us be gone, : 
The ſun begins to welk in ruddy weſt, & 
'U 3 ECLOGUE + 
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CORIN, | zt DALE TR 
HICH way, Caliſtan, whither doſt tho lead 
That lamb, whom yet his mother ſcarce has wed ? 
| CALISTAN. 
His mother, Corin, as ſhe wand'ring fed, 
With this tender youngling by her ſide, 
Fell by a ſhot which from the battle came, 
That in the neighb'ring fields ſo _ 8 77 7 
c ON. Fn ow rr 
Alas! what woes that fatal day involy'd 
Our ſuff'ring village, and the fields around! 
But come, Caliſtan, on this riſing bank 
Come, let us fit, and on the danger paſt 
Converſe ſecure, and number all our griefs. 
See how the flaunting woodbine ſhades the bank, 
And weaves a mantling canopy above ! 
LE RY YT en 
Corin, that day I chanc'd at earlier hour 
To riſe, and drove far-off my flock unpent ; 
To waſh them in a ſpring that late I mark'd, 
There the firſt motions of the deathful day 


I keard, 
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I heard, as liſtening to the trickling wave 
[ſtood attentive : when like riſing ſtorms, - 
Hoarſe, hollow murmurs from afar I heard, 
And undiftinguiſh'd ſounds of diſtant din. 
Alarm'd I ſtood, unknowing whence. it came; 
And from the fount my.flock unwaſh'd I grove 
Suſpecting danger: when as nearer yet, 


= 


I came adyancing, all was tumult lau, 


All was tempeſtuous din on ev'ry fide, .., 
And all around the roar of war was ups, 


From rock to rock retoſt, from wood to wood, | 


Not half ſo loud the tumbling cat 
Is heard to roar, that from the cle cliff 
Precipitates its waves; ee eee 12 
I oft have liſten'd, as at twilight greß 
I pent wy flocks within their wattled cj: 
CORIN. | b 
For three revolving Ay, nor voice of bid 
Melodious chaunting, or the bleat of ben, 
Or lowing oxen, near the fatal placsce 
Were heard to ſound; but all was filence-ſad !, 
The ancient grove, of elms deſerted ſtood, ' 


Where long had dwelt an aged race of rooks, by 4 
That with their neſts had crowded every branch. 


We oft' have heard them at the duſk of eve 
In troops returning to their well-known home, 


In mingled clamors _— from on. t 15 
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ern ©) ; 
Corin, thou know'ſt the fir- inveſted cave, 
Where late we ſhelter'd from a gatk' ring ſtorm, | 
Our flocks together drin: beneath its bart 
I had appointed at ſweet even-tide 8 8885 


To meet my Delia home ward as 3 Ge? offs t bf 


Bearing her milking-pail 7 Alas! the thoughts 


Of that ſweet congreſs, the preceding night 


Soften'd my dreams, and all my ſenſes wird, ts? 


And with more joyful heart at morn I roſe. 

But ah! that tumult cropt my blooming hopes, 

And in confuſion wrapt my love and me. op 
{27 "POLO 


1 That PR nor in the fold- my Rock ! 1 pent, 


Or walk'd at eve the vales, or on theturf 
Beneath the wonted oak my dinner tox, 


Or ſlept at noon amid my languid ſheep, 


Repos'd at eaſe on the green meadows bed. 
When ſable night came on, for not ev'n yet 
The tumult had ſubſided into peace, 


Ev'n then low ſounds, andinterrupted burſts ' $1 


Of war we heard, and cries of dying men, 

And a confus'd hum of the ceaſing ſtorm. 

All night cloſe-ſhrouded in a foreſt wy” ft HDR 
Wakeful I fate, my flock around me laid'; i 
And of neglected boughs I kindled up | 

A ſcanty flame, whoſe darkly-gleaming blaze 


Among th' enlighten'd trees form'd hideous pes, 3 


And 


3 4 
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And ſpectres pale, to my diſtemper d mind 
How oft I look'd behind with cautious fear, 
And trembled at each motion of the wind NEA 
But where did you, Caliſtan, ſhelter ſeek ? MSC 
What dark retreat N e wand'ring Rape? * 
CU FA. ) $7941 _— 

Corin, ho a che fur- clad hermit's 2 047 
Deep-arch'd beneath a rock among the wildes 
Thither I bent my flight, a welcome gueſt. 
And not unknown; for when my flock I fed | #7 
Of late beneath the neighb'ring ear 

I oft was wont, invited at his — 11 

At noon beneath his cavern to retire | 

From the ſun's heat, where all the paſſing hours 

The good old-man improv'd with converſe high 

And in my breaſt enkindled virtue's love; 

Nor ſeldom would his hoſpitable hane 

Afford a ſhort repaſtꝰ of berries cool, 

Which o'er the wilds (his ſcanty food) he pluck'd : 

Here was my refuge. —All the live-long night 
Penſive by one, pale, loneſame lamp we fate, - » + 1 
And liſten'd to the bleak-winds whiſtling lou. 
And the ſhrill craſh, of foreſts from without.” - 2; + t.. 
- Soon as the morning dawn'd, the craggy height 1011 kg] 
Of the ſteep rock I climb'd, on whoſe wild top 
His ruſtic temple ſtood, and mioſs-· grown c t 
(The ſacred object of his pious pray rs j 
Form'd of a tall fir's thunder-blaſted trunk : | 
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Where all beneathth'-expanſive plains I fa 
With white pavillions hid, in deep array. 
There too my little fold, which late I left 
Standing at eve, amid the warlike ſcene 
With tearful eyes affrighted, I beheld. - 


Alas, how chang'd the ſcene ! when hats I pitch d 
Thoſe hurdled cotes, the night was calm and mild, 


And all was peaceful. I remember well, 
While there within that fold my flock n 
How blythe I heard my beauteous Delia ſing! 
Her diſtant echoing voice how ſweetly rung, 
And all my raviſh'd ſenſes wrapt in bliſs! 
— co, l. 
Haſt thou not ſeen the fatal veg of death 


Where rag'd the conflict? there, they ts ateve 
Grim ghoſts are ſeen of men that there were ſlain, ' 
Pointing their wounds and ſkrieking to their mates, 


Sull doom'd to haunt the fields on which they fell. 
„ OALISTAN © 

88 no more. This lamb deniande my ben. 

See how the youngling hangs his ſickly head, 

Tender, and fainting for his wonted food! 

I haſte to place him in my ſhelt'ring cot, | 

Fed from my hand, and cheriſh'd by my Care,— 

And fee, my friend, far off in darken'd weſt 

A cloud comes on, and threatens ſudden rains: 

Corin, farewel, the ſtorm begins to low 'r. 
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E oy my fears, ſuggeſt no ole atrmn; md 
The poet's rapture, and the lyric fire. 


Are vain; enough that inclination warms; 
No foreign en f needs the Ong: muſe ie 
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The willidg avid 3 in her Right, 

Jo thee, lov'd peace, ſhall raiſe untaught b 3 

Her thy fair triumphs and thy arts delight, | 
Thy feſtive branch ſhe bens and 5 youu _ _ train. 

High on me wave- worn cli he views 4 Sauk 

Safe on the deep, the freighted navies ride; 

Old ocean joys to ſee the peaceful ſcene, , 
And bids his billows roll with an exulting tide; 


jo 


Or, wheee the 3 s turrets cleaye the ies, 

She love's to mix with art's inventive band, 

Sees induſtry in forms unnumber'd riſe, N 10 
To ſcatter bleflings wide and civilize the land; 


(5 
Or flies, with tranſport, to her native plain, 
Soes corniclad fields, freſſi lawns, and paſtuxes fair- 
Sees plenty vindicate her ancient reign, | 
And rw forth all her charms to crown the various 
LEY year. een HL 10 
But, chief, the muſe es 
Her kindred train and beſt-lov'd arts invite; 
Thro' Oamꝰs oer ado wing bowerò intranc'd* the Foves, 
Whence ſacred ee er erf ey ne Tres his 
light. CNS VE et OL GENT g's 11 His 1 
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Here will I reſt, ſhe mh my val kite 

| Eternal'Gdms: here hangs my golden lyre, 
Whieh/erl my Spenſer tunꝰd to ſhepherd's ear, 
"ROE loftieſt Milton ſmote with nt ee ls 4571 


a SLIDE eniof Dag esd 217 gi d ovilts? 


And O! if ought my fond preſages „ 

On theſe low d bow'rs while peace her influence ſheds, 
Some hand again ſhall ſuatch it from the bough, 
Wake each yy fring and aer 8 tho nn 

r 8 9 ſide füt Ha tewollic 21g 2 


Then hall be ſuns > the: REY deeds of war, 
How virtue arte? where'envious fortune fail'd; 
Expecting fame the conflict view'd from far, 

And n, s valour crown'd, tho Gallia's hoſt prevail'd. 
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Yet then, ev'n then (th' indignant verſe eg 
A ſurer vengeance roſe to whelin the os ; 
When hell born: faction iſſu'd from her cell, 
And on her impious head drew half the deſlin'd blow. 


k : 7» * 
3 P * 


But; hark! the loud triumphant ſtrains declare, 

How Britain's majeſty unrivald roſe, 

When all the glories of the naval. war | | 
Beam'd round her hrs ng a r and Wage Anſon's brows. 

Till thus the pow'r, by Frendbin 8 . n 

Let blood-ſtain'd glory ſwell the tyrant's breaſt; 
ge mine compaſſion's healing wing to ſpread, « 
© To ſheath the DOE n and 5 arg nations Tall * 
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Then (as the 0 e mal diſplay) 18 { 
War's impious roay and faction's murmurs MEE 11558 


His gracious eye ſheds luſtre on the da 
And lends the e beam to cheer the arts of: ye? 
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OR THE COMPLAINT. 


„ ae oth $.0F0;;. 
BY Ann M ARRIOT, LL. p. 
E oben, with venteabile moſs array'd, 
That o'er you” caverns ſtretch your pendent ſhade, 
Where ſacred ſilence lulls the rural vale, 
And love in whiſpers tells his tender tale, 
Ve lonely rocks, ye ſtreams that ever fow, 
Still as my tears, and conſtant as my woe, 
To you behold, the wretched Laura flies, 
And haunts thoſe ſeats from whence her ſorrows riſe ; 
Where, loft to love, how often has ſhe ſtray' d:? 
When the fond lover led his bluſhing maid, 
When his ſoft lips, too eloquent his art, | 
Pour'd the warm with, and breath'd out all his heart. 
Ah once lov'd ſeats, your pleaſing ſcenes are o'er, 
Nor you can charm, ſince he can love no more; 
: Though ſmile your lawns with vernal glories crown'd, 
| In vain 83y nature Paints th* enamel'd ground ; 


While 


„ 
While through your ſolitary paths I rove, 5 | 1 + 
4 A prey to grief, to ſickneſs, and to love. 
Tho? gentle zephyrs fan the bending bow'rs, s, 
'Tho? breathes the incenſe of your op*ning flowers 
Nor op'ning flowers, nor gentle zephyrs charm, | 
Nor beauteous ſcenes a grief like mine diſarm; | 
Fade ev'ry flower, and languiſh ey'ry ſenſe, e 
Ye have no ſweets for fall'n innocence. 4 | | 
Torn by remorſe, ſad victim of deſpair, 
Where ſhall I turn? or where addreſs my prayer? 
Far as the morn its early beam diſplays, | 1 1 
Or where the ſtar of ev'ning darts its rays ; 
Far as wide earth is ſtretch*d, or oceans roll, „ 
Where blow the winds, or heav'n inveſts the pole, 
In vain my flutt'ring ſoul would wing its way ; | $9511 
Stern care purſues, where'er the wretched ſtray. 
Soft God of ſleep, whoſe ever- peaceful reign - 
Lulls earth, and heav'n, and all th* extended main, 
Pow'rful to give the lab'ring heart to reſt, wn foil 
To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded breaſt, _ 
Say, by what'crime offended, flies fromme, 
Invok'd, thy unpropitious Deity? 1 oo 
Or dooms, on racks of wildeſt fancy torn, 1 
In dreams my agonizing ſoul to mourn? 
Why am I oft on angry billows toſt, &. 110 1; $64 
Now in ſome wide and dreary deſart loſt? 
Why yet in life infernal tortures feel, | 
wile Bound by fierce demons to ſome rapid wheel? 
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Now ſeem to climb, while hills on hills ariſe; 
In vain: or fall in tempeſts from the ſkies, _ 
Tread burning plains, or ſwim in ſeas of ſs: 
Juſt reach the ſhore, then ſee the ſhore retire? 

As oft dear youth! thy pleaſing form eee | 

I firetch my arms, and wake diffolv'd in tears; 
Yet waking fancy all that loſs ſupplies, - 

And ſtill I view thee with a lover's eyes; 10 
Entranc'd, in thought, o'er all thy charms I gate, 
See thy bright eyes diffuſe their ſofteſt rays, 

Hang on thy hand, or on thy breaſt reclin'd, - 

Play with thy locks that waver with the wind, 

Joy in thy joy, or in tay ſorrows join, 

And on thy lips my fpirit mix with thine. 


' Now o'er dark wilds, or rugged rocks we ſtray, 


Love lights the gloom, and ſmooths the dreary way 3 
Now on ſoft banks our weary limbs repoſe, | 
Where ev'ry flower of vernal beauty glows ; 
But light as air each pleaſing viſion flew, 
Swift as the ſun diſpels tue morning dew ; 
While with the day returns the ſenſe of woe, 
We wake more wretched when the cheat we know. 
Imagination ! miſtreſs of the ſoul, 
What powers unſeen the active mind controul ? 
And fill the waking thought, or buſy ſleep? 
| When not a breeze diſturbs the tranquil deep, 
Nor lofty pines through all the foreſt move, 
Why ſtir the motions of reſiſtleſs love? 


Urg'd 
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Urg'd by the golden morn the night recedes, 
And year to year in changeful courſe ſacceeds; | 

Nor night, nor morn, nor years to me reſtore - _ 
The peace which Laura's heart poſſeſs'd before, + 
Involv'd in clouds one darkſome ſcene F view 5... .;:-:-5- 
Bleed the ſame wounds, and all my pains rene. 

O boaſt of Laura's long forgotten praiſel! 

Paſt are the triumphs of my happier days, A gs 
When plac'd fupreme on beauty's: radiant throne, TR 
I ſaw with conſcious pride each heart my own.; . 
Where'er I turn'd a thouſand nymphs admir'd ; - 
Whene'er I ſmil'd a thouſand ſwains expird; 
I ſpoke, *twas muſic dwelt upon my . Kt 

I mov'd a goddeſs, and an angel ſung.” 11 0 | 
My careleſs ſteps in joys were taught to rove; „ 


Each voice was flatt' ry, and each look was love; $ aol of oat 
But beauty's power, too mighty long to laſt, 40 f 


Fled on the wings. of rapid time is paſ. Ton 7 y 
As ſome proud veſſel to the proſperous . 


Her ſtreamer waves, and ſpreads the ſilken fail, , A 
While filver oars to flutes ſoft breathing beep 5 gu 
With meaſur d ſtrokes the ſcarcely ors nh cog 4s 2077 


But ſoon tempeſtuous clouds the ſcene deſform, et, 
And the loud ſurge remurmurs to the ſtorm, , 7 5/ 
Thus big with hope, from. dark. ſaſpicion So. 5 2415 1 4 
I ſail'd with tranſport on life's ſummer ſea; 1 10 ge 12 
The gay attendants of my happy nds di Den) 


The ſmiles, the graces round were ſeen to Wait, v4 017! 'f 
Vor. II. "7 | ” And 


mn ͤ neu gre err SET 


-. 
iſt 49, 


, 


* *. 4 233 r 
r — — or ho l 
8 U 


= r * 
* . c « a 
PE 


: N 
r N 8 


3 

And all the moments, as they ſwiftly flew, 
Shower'd down ſoft joy, and pleaſures ever new. 
How chang'd this fleeting image of a day! 
How ſets in awful gloom the ev'ning ray ? 
While, fixt on earth her eye in ſad ſaſpence, 
Pours the deep'figh, inceſſant penitence. 

If youthful charms decay with age or pain, 
Beauty, thy crowded worſhippers how vain! 


Why then ſuch crowds of incenſe round aſcend? 


Why proſtrate monarchs at thy altars bend? 
Why earth's and ocean's mighty bounds explore 
At once to win thee, and increafe thy pow'r ? 

Let fad example reaſon's dictates aid; 
Here ſee what ruin grief and love have made; 
E'en love, who lives by beauty's finiles careſt, 
Baſks in her eyes, and wantons on her breaſt, 
With cruel force the fatal ſhaft employs, 

And ſooneft what he moſt adores deſtroys. 

How cold I feel life's idle current flow, 
Where once the dancing ſpirits lov'd to glow ! 
No more theſe eyes with youthful rapture mine, 

Nor cheeks foft bluſhing ſpeak a warmth divine; 
Graceful no more amid the feſtive dance 

My ſteps with eafy dignity advance, 

And all the gloſſy locks, whoſe ringlets ſpread 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of my head, 
Ceaſe the neat labours of my hand to Know 3 

| It f the care of elegance with woe! 
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Why- did not nature, when ſhe gave to charm, 
With unrelenting pride my boſom arm? | 
Why was my ſoul its tender pity taught. 
Each ſoft affection, and each gen'rous thought? 
Hence ſgjing my ſorrows, hence with ſighs I prove 
How feeble woman, and how fierce is love. | 

In unavailing ſtreams my tears are fhed ; 
Sad Laura's bliſs is with Lorenzo fled. | 

For thee, falſe youth, was ey'ry joy reſign d, 
| Young health, ſweet peace, and innocence of mind; 
Are theſe the conſtant vows thy tongye profeſt, | 
| When firſt thy arms my yielding beauties pret? 

Thus did thy kiſs diſpel my empty fears? 
Or winning voice delight my raptur'd ears ? 
Thus ſwore thy lips by ocean, earth, and „ 
By hell's dread pow”rs, and heav'ns all- piercing eye? 

Yawns not the grave for thee ? why ſleeps the ſtorm 

To blaſt thy limbs, / and rend thy perjur'd form? 

Unmov'd, O faithleſs, ganſt thou hear my pain, 

Like the proud rocks which brave th' unwearied main ? 4 | 

Sooner the ſhip-wreck'( pilot ſhall appeaſe 

With ſighs the howling wings, with tears the ſeas, 

Than Lanra's pray 'rs thy heart u ug move, 1517 

O loſt to fame, to hanour, and to love. 15 

Nurſt in dark caverns on ſome mountain Wild 

To cruel manhaod grew the daring child. 

No female breaſt ſupplied thy infant food, 

But tygers growling oer their ſavage brood. Fiel 
= 8 X 2 | Cured 
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Curs'd be that fatal hour thy charms were ſeen, 
While yet this mind was guiltleſs, and ſerene. 
With thee, falſe man; I urg'd my haſty flight; 
And dar'd the horrors of tempeſtuous night: 
Nor fear'd, with thee, through plains unknown to robe, A 
Deaf to the dictates of paternal love. ; 
In vain for me a parent's. tears were ſhed, 
And to the grave deſcends his hoary head. 
When at my feet entranc'd my lover lay, 
And pour'd in tender ſighs his ſoul away, 
Fond, fooliſh heart! to think the tale divine ! 
Why ſtatted not my hands when preſt in thine? 
Too well rememb'rance paints the fatal hour 
When love, great conqueror, ſummon'd all his pow'r 
When bolder grown, your glauces flaſh'd with fire, 
And your pale lips all trembled with deſire 
Back to my heart my blood tumultuous flew, 
From ev'ry pore diſtill'd the chilling dew, - 
When ſhame preſaging ſpoke each future pain, 
And ſtruggling virtue arm'd my ſoul in vain. 
| But O let filence all my weakneſs veil, 
And burning bluſhes only tell the tale, 

Ah! faithleſs man! and thou more wretched maid, 
To guilt, and grief, and miſery betray'd ! 
Far flies thy lover: to ſome diſtant plain 
Now cleaves his bounding bark the peaceful main; 
Avenging heaven, that heard the vows he ſwore, 
Bid howl the black*ning ſtorm, and thunder roar, 
4 255 e Till 
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Till waves on waves in tumbling mountains roll. 
Now fink to hell, and now aſcend the pole; .. FE 
Then on ſome plank o'er foaming billows borne, 
Trembling, his perjur'd faith the wretch ſhall mourn; © > 
But mourn in vain: his vig'rous arm ſhall fail, I 
Guilt ſink him down, and angry heaven prevail; 
No friendly hand to earth his limbs convey, 
But dogs and vultures tear the bloated prey. 

Yet, ah! fond heart! avert, kind heav'n, the ſtroke, 

My heart denies what trembling lips AE e 

The varying accents real nature prove, 
And only ſtew how wild a ching is love. 
Go, much lov'd youth, with ev'ry blefling —_— 
And Laura's wiſhes ever guard thee: round,” 5 8685 

Mie to the filent ſhades and ſad retreat, 

Where love's expiring flames forget their heat, 

Death wooes all- powerful: : ere he parts the clew, 

Once more thy Laura bids her love adieu: | 62.49 
Bids health; and affluence every bliſs afford ; 0 0 


Bids thee be lov'd, be happy; and ador'd; ' 6G ta, 
In eaſe, in mirth glide each glad hour away; {on 1 
No pain to ſpot thy fortune's'cloudleſs day wy i ntauinc $ : 


Nor ſigh to ſwell, no tear to flow for me: | | 
O grant heav'n all; but grant thee conſtancy, gx. 
vet from my hand this laſt addreſs receive, 
This laſt addreſs is all that hand can give. 
In vain thy bark with ſpreading canvas flies, 
If theſe fad lines thall meet thy conſcious eyes, | 
N And, 
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And, taught with winning eloquence to move, 
The winds and waters waft the voice of love; 
That voice, O grant what dying lips implore, 

| Aſks but one tear from thee; and aſks no more. 
Then world, farewel; farewel life's fond deſires, 
Falſe flatt'ring hopes, and love's tormenting fires. 
Already, death, before my cloſing eyes bats ol 
Thy airy forms and glimm'ring ſhades ariſe. 
Hark! hear I not for me yon' paſſing bell 
Toll forth, with frequent pauſe, its ſullen knell ? 
Waits not for me yon?” ſexton on his ſpade, 
_ Blythe whiftling o'er the grave his toil has made? 
Say, why in lengthen'd pomp yon' ſable train, 
With meaſur'd ſteps, flow ſtalk along the plain? 
Say, why yon' hearſe with fading flow'rs is crown'd, 
And midnight gales the deep-mouth'd dirge reſound ? - 
Hail, ſiſter worms, and thou my kindred _ wo 54 
Secure to you, my weary limbs I truſt. | 
Dim burns life's lamp; O death, thy work complen, 
And give my ſoul to gain her laſt retreat. © 
Such as before the birth of nature ſway d. 
Ere ſpringing light the firſt great word obey d. 
Let ſilence reign—come, fate, exert thy mightz 
And darkneſs wrap me in eternal night. + 
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RINALDO AND ARMID A. 
BY A LADF SINGING. 
BY THE SAME. 


HE goldfinch fwells his little throat, 
And loudly pours. his rural note ; 
High poiz'd above his neſt in air 
The ſhrill lark chaunts his matins clear; 
At evening brown, in woodland dale 
Soft gurgling trills her amorous tale : 
The ſolitary, nightingalez 
Zut what avails, ye feather'd throng 
Of warblers wild, your feeble ſong ? 
Our varying paſſions can ye move 
With warmer hope, or fonder love? 
Or run your notes th enchanting round 
Through all the labyrinths of ſound ? 
As breathes ſome ſoft angelic ſtrain 
When midnight ſpreads her ſolemn reign, 
Entranc'd the lonely hermit lies, 
And taſtes ideal paradiſe, | 
When at Armida's feet he lay 
So ſigh'd Rinaldo's foul away: 
-His tongue in mute attention bound, 
His e ear in rapture drank the ſound, 
X 3 Wuile 
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While magic numbers lull'd the ſenſe, 


And held ſwift thought in ſweet ſuſpenſe, 


The mimic voice repeat the gales 
That ſigh along the flowery vales; 
The flowery vales, the falling floods, 
The riſing rocks, and waving woods 
To the ſighing gales reply, 
Redoubling all the harmony. 
The zephirs, ever mild and fair, 
Who lightly fan the vernal air, 
Learn from Armida's voice the ſtrain, 
And whiſpering tell it to the main. 


Whene'er, the foaming billows flowing, il. 
The wintry ſtorms are fiercely blowing 
When ſable clouds invade the pole, 


And lightnings dart, and thunders roll, 


Th' enchantrefs can the rage appeaſ, 
And clear the fkies, and ſmooth the ſeas. 
When hurried to th* infernal eoaſt, 
His beauteous bride the e ae 


Sure, hapleſs youth! ſo ſweet a ſpell 
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Once more had charm'd the HERO of bolt; 2 20 


Or if ſuch had been the ſong 


Which warbled erſt the Syren ag al I at 


For counſels ſage the chief renown'd 


His wartior limbs had vainly bound] 
His eyes, by love entranc'd, no more 
Had ſeen with joy their native ſnore; 
The cords had loos'd; the magic tale 


Had ſtay d his oars, and furl'd his ſail. 
74 
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AR K. hoot yon” v frelted v eln and lofty ph 
Peal the deep organs to che ſacred quire ss 
And now, the full, the loud hoſannas riſe, | 
Float in the winds, androll along the ies: 
The ſolemn ſounds devotion's ardour raiſe; 
Now mounts the ſpirit \ with diviner blaze: gp”. 
Heaven opens: earth recedes and nature feels 
The ray that fir d the prophets glowitig wheels: 3 | 
In fiery pomp bright feraphs quit the . P 
And rap the ſoul in holy extaſy ;* | V 
| While round the ſaphire throne th? ethereal all 34. 
Adoring proſirace x raiſe = lofty ee ORD 4 CID * 
I. . ii un Nn“ 
Ariſe, O Lord, wifey e 
m all thy awful glory ſtand confeſt; ſy 
8 In thee for ever bett 
Behold thy ſervants yell their” dazzled eyes. 
Night hath for thee no ſhades ; 5 W 
Alike to thee appears the orient day; 
While one vaſt light, one inexhauſted ray 3 
Of thy effulgent power the whole pervades. 
S Then whither ſhall we ſtray, 
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Where of thy forming hand no trace 1s and? 
Above, beneath, around, ot) 
The mighty voice 1s hed ; 
Where' er the hills are rear d, 
Where ſpreads the vaulted ſky, 
Or foams the deep profound ; 
Throꝰ nature's utmoſt bound 
To us her works reply, 
Proclaim a parent God, a pens Deity. , 


Creation? 8 praiſe i is leaſt; ; 

: Nature's reſtorer, to preſerve is thine ; 

Whoſe awſul voice dirine | 

Created all: when diſcord heard, and ceas'd 

| For it is thine to bing 

The moral chain of order's perſeli lau, TE 

And to their courſe the ſwerving motions draw 

Of changeful things, and erring human kind. 

Dtieath with inſatiate jaw 

Gnaſh'd oft his iron phang, and by his ſide 
Stalking with ample ſtride 
Vice rear'd his giant ſize 

_ Up-tow? ring to the ſkies, 
The mourning earth was waſte ; . 
Confuſion roll'd her tide; 

When down the virtues glide; 
Soft mercies urg'd their haſte, 


And « ver the bleeding world the ſacred mantle caſt, 


UI. Beyond 


| 
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II. 
| Beyond created ſenſe _ 
Myſterious goodneſs, hid in deepeſt night * 
In vain our feeble fight 7 
Would pierce the gloom, O mighty providencee. 
Where the deep mazes meet \ 
Beneath thy awful throne no eye hath ſeen, 
Where wrapt in darkneſs fits thy power ſerene, 
And the loud thunders roll beneath thy feet, 
d O, when ſhall cloſe the ſcene? 
And my be loſt in truth's wide de ray? 
O hafte, auſpicious day, 
O haſte to light on earth 
Great nature's ſecond view ; 
New inmate of the ſkies / 
When man renew'd ſhall tine, 
When innocence divine, 
And bleſt obedience riſe 
To ſnatch the pales that crowns her faithful gott, 
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Sweet ſmiling peace and calm content 8 
Far from the buſy crowd ſequeſter'd: duell | 
Mortal, approaching near, 
The hallow'd ſeat reverec, 


Nor bring the loud tumaltaous ont hers. $1.) 
Por not for theſe is meant * W 
The ſacred'ſilence of the 8 


Nor cave prophetic, prompting eee | 


If, with preſumption rude, 
Know, that with jealous eye 
Peace and content will ly; 
The thoughtful genius of the lone abode 


z —_— 


And guardian ſpirit of this ſolemn wood 


Will ſure revenge the ſacrilegious wrong; 
Reflection's tear will then in ſecret flow, 


And all the haunted ſolitude belong 


To melancholy's train, 
Who point the ſting of pain 
With 4. remorſe, and oft redoubled woe, 
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Done or ſwain! W 8 perhaps, may y bring, 
To view the hermit's loneſome n EA TERS 
His ſhade of tall elms, and his filver ſpring z © e a 
Void of celeſtial thoughts depart not hence. 


Ye may have heard, that in a venal age, 
Wiſe Scipio d from the walls of Rome withdrew, 


Mid ſilent woods, oft, meditating ſage, ee 


He lov'd the tranquil virtues all to woo. 

Fair virtues ! yet, at early dawn eſpy d 
In yonder grove, impervious to the ſun: 

And yet on yonder hillock's moſs-grown ſide 
Or where the ſmooth tranſlucent riv'lets run. 


O hermit! ne'er forſake thy lone abodle .. 
But roam theſe wilds, and meditate on God [ 
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| 5 In the woods of Linternum : a minus ſolus, quam cum 


ſolus, was the favourite adage. of that Wy. celebrated and ener : 
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